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BEAUTY 18 NOT DEAD 
ON FORM 22 A 


Eccentricity is not dead and humor is still 
part and parcel of our culture. Proof of this 
can be found even in conservative government 
bureaus. Recently, a group of fashion models 
requested in a letter to the Commissioner of 
Internal Revenue, some income tax relief on 
the grounds that their principal assets (shape- 
liness and beauty), would be lost over a period 
of time and that they were therefore entitled 
to allowance for “obsolescence and depletion.” 
Their appeal was politely rejected. The 
Department claimed, among other things, 
that “American beauty never fades . . .” 

Would that the Department be as poetic when 
auditing our income tax statements. 



TEEN AGERS STILL. 

PLAY POST OFFICE 

J V. 

Boy friends are banned from being v ^ 
shipped through the mails according 
to a recent directive from the Postmaster General. The regret- 
ful decision was made in response to an inquiry from a teen- 
age girl in Wyoming who had a boy friend in Illinois. She 
wrote asking if it was “possible and lawful to mail one’s 
self?” It seems her boy friend lived in Illinois and wanted to 
see her before he went to college. The cost by train, round 
trip, is almost $100 and “if it is possible to mail one’s self, 
would it be cheaper? If so, how much less? Also, how would 
you go about it?” 

The teenager had tried local and state postal authorities but 
had been unable to convince them of her sincerity. 

Replied the Postmaster General, “I am sorry that the Post 
Office Department cannot help you, but people aren’t mailable 
— even when they’re male.” 

Fortunately, the Postmaster General’s teen-age daughters 
have their boyfriends home in Washington. 


GAGGLE PATROL 


Until recently, there was a peculiar 
type of brigand stealing barrels of scotch 
whiskey as it mellowed on the bonny 
banks of the Clyde River, costing the 
producers hundreds of thousands of 
dollars yearly. The barrel bandits are 
no more. Scotland’s noble nectar is 
now guarded by a strange police force 
— Chinese White Geese. It seems these 
creatures have sharp hearing with 
nerve ends located just beneath their 
skin, and become hysterical at the 
slightest sign of an intruder. Naturally, 
the noise attracts the guards, who 
really don’t have to do too much. 

The geese, fortunately teetotalers, have 
sent many a prowler a-scurrying 
homeward with beak-torn kilts! 



BRAZILIAN FEVER 

“Flying Down to Rio” is no longer a song, but a plan for executives 
who have absconded with company funds. This has become so prev- 
alent over the past few years, that the following bits of conversation were picked up in a 
popular Wall Street Bar: 

Young Broker: “It’s no wonder the market’s going down. All our best financial minds are 
in Brazil.” 

Accountant: “I don’t know what the excitement’s all about. Everybody dips into petty cash 
once in awhile.” 

Office Mgr.: “One thing about these fellows. They seem to carry more than $50 in cash!” 

Vice-President: “He had the nerve to put the flight on the company’s air credit card!” 

Public Relations Man: “I can say one thing for Billy Sol. He didn’t take off for Brazil, but 
then, who can carry a grain elevator?” 

Entrepreneur: “Why don’t we open a hotel in Brazil for runaway financiers?” 
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BACHELOR'S DATEBOOK 


ICE MOLD CUTIES 

lea Ira/ with 8 moldt shaped like gorgeous unclad 
dolls Fill with wa'er, freeze, pop out of mold 
and build /our drinks around solid loveliness 
Make you r parlies ihe ones that are talked about 
If you entertain, you should have plenty of these 
Ice Nudes $1.95 for a tray of 8 nudes 


BIG- EYE CUFF LINKS 

Keep an eye on your FEMME with a set of 
these new eye cuff links and tie tack that 
will cause comment when people see them 
peering out from the shirt cuffs. For girls as 
well as the men. These are really eeriel 
Complete set in flannel pouch $4.9*5 ppd. 


Here's how to succeed with women! Wallet 
sized to slip in any pocket. With listings from 
A to Z and brief pads for personal notations. 
Includes a handy pen for that phone number. 


CERAMIC BOOZE BOMBS 

Stands 10% inches high — Average capacity is! 
25 ozs. The most POTENT liquor containers in 
creation. Creates EXPLOSIVE attention for any 
PLAYBOY'S larder. The perfect gift for yourself 
or a swinging friend. Take your choice of any 
one for only $1.95 or get the whole SHEBANG 


SEVEN SISTER STEP-INS 


REBEL FLAG MUSIC LIGHTER 

This Confederate Precision lighter strikes up 
DIXIE each time you light up! If she's a gal 
from the deep South she'll flip and salute you 
when you light her cigarette. It’s the perfect gift 
— and will really impress the members of the 
Mint-Julep set — be they your boss, customers, 
profs, or friends and Yankees a $4.95 ppd. 


How many ways does she love you 9 Let her count 
the days — and this gift will help her. Seven heav- 
enly, curve-hugging embroidered panties, each 
one unique in color and motif. How many gals 
can boast that they came in seven different, de- 
licious colors 0 The filigree box can be used as 
a jewel case. $6 . 95 


for only $8.95 (entire group of 5). 


GLOBAL WRISTWATCH 

All eyes are drawn to the manly wrist that wears 
this handsome watch Swiss-made masterpiece 
tells the time anyplace in the worldl Features 
shock-protected movement, antimagnetic hair- 
spring sweep second hand, unbreakable main- 
spring, golden anodized case, luminous dial, 
genuine leather strap and comes in a smartly- 
styled presentation case 514.95 


PLAYBOY'S WATCH 

It's always LOVING and DRINKING Time with 
this watch! It's the clock watcher's dream come 
true because the golden 5 numerals always make 
it 5 o'clock. This Swiss-made jeweled watch is 
shock proof and anti-magnetic. It keeps perfect 
time. It’s a superb gift or gag for a FUN-LOVER. 

Drink up! $14.95 ppd. 


DOCTOR'S STETHOSCOPE 

Ever try to buy one of these? Hard to find, and 
usually expensive, this brand new surplus U.S. 
Medical Corps stethoscope is ideal for doctors, 
nurses, students, makes a perfect instrument 
for teaching adults and children the rudiments 
of the respiratory system. Lots of fur± $4.95 
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LONG PLAYING BACHELOR 


A LL STAR CAST (ABC Paramount). As one would 
guess from the title, this is an album of stars! Of 
the twelve artists appearing on this disc, particularly 
outstanding are Ray Charles (“Stella By Starlight”), 
Johnny Nash (“But Not For Me”), Steve Lawrence 
(“You’re Nearer”), Eddie Fisher (“Shalom”), and 
Eydie Gorme (“You Need Hands”). Makes for some 
mighty good listening. 

MORE MUSIC TO BREAK A LEASE ! ! ! (ABC 
Paramount). Following up one succesful record with 
another of the same type is standard procedure in the 
record business. This time, Sid Feller not only repeats 
his last success (Music To Break A Lease) but adds a 
new dimension in sing-a-long records, which are all 
the rage these days. This little album, however, should 
certainly give pause to a guy named Mitch who also 
cuts a great many sing-a-longs. The songs are familiar 
standards but the style — well, that’s sort of familiar, 
too, but in a decidedly different way. The voices you 
hear on this album belong to amateurs, selected from 
the elevators, lunch room and various other sections 
of ABC’s office building. The result is indescribable! 
Should be great fun as an ice breaker at a party; should 
also be a boon to the lonely bachelor who wants the 
neighbors to think he’s havin’ a ball! 

CHICAGO — THE LIVING LEGENDS: ALBERT 
WYNN and his GUTBUCKET SEVEN (Riverside). 
Continuing their successful Living Legend series, River- 
side Records has captured the pulse of traditional jazz 
as it is played today in Chicago. It features A1 Wynn 
on trombone, Bill Martin, Trumpet, Darnell Howard, 
clarinet, Bus Moten, piano, Blind John Davis, piano, 
Mike McKendrick, guitar, Robert Wilson, bass and 
Booker Washington, drums. The selections are all well 


known jazz and pop standards. An invaluable aid to the 
jazz buff. 

THELONIOUS MONK: GREATEST HITS (River- 
side). The controversy raging over the young man 
featured on this album will undoubtedly exist for many 
years to come. But whichever side you are on, you have 
to admit that Thelonious Monk is a man to be reckoned 
with in the field of progressive jazz. On this album, he 
plays his best known compositions, including the fab- 
ulous Round Midnight. Also worthy of mention is the 
very able support of tenor sax man John Coltrane on 
the beautiful Ruby My Dear. 

CLASSICS OF MODERN JAZZ (Jazzland). The 
music heard on this album was recorded in 1948 — 
released now for the very first time. This album pre- 
sents The Tadd Dameron Band featuring Fats Navarro 
on trumpet, Kai Winding on trombone, Rudi Williams, 
alto sax, Allan Eager, tenor sax, Milt Jackson, vibes, 
Tadd Dameron, piano and Kenny Clark, drums. This is 
the music that played such an important part in fash- 
ioning jazz as we know it today. 

LETTER FROM HOME (Riverside). “Eddie Jefferson 
is a jazz singer in the fullest sense of the word.” So 
leads off the liner notes on the back cover of this album 
— and so one listen to the voice of Eddie Jefferson 
convinces you. In addition to the title song, Eddie sings 
Take The "A” Train, Billie’s Bounce, Back In Town 
Soft And Furry, A Night In Tunisia, Things Are Get- 
ting Better, Keep Walkin’, I Feel So Good and Bless My 
Soul, the last being one of Charlie Parker’s great com- 
positions. 

IN THE BAG (Jazzland). Recorded in New Orleans, 
the home of traditional jazz, this is modern jazz at its 
very best. It’s the Nat Adderley Sextet with Cannon- 
ball Adderley and Sam Jones and they just don’t come 
much better than that! Nat conceived the idea for this 
recording when he heard some of the local boys in 
New Orleans experimenting with modem jazz. The 
result of that fortunate experience is captured here for 
the enjoyment of all. 

DANCING ON BROADWAY: THE MUSIC OF 

RICHARD RODGERS (Riverside). The Harry Arnold 
Orchestra bring us some more very danceable music, 
all the more pleasant since they play exclusively the 
music of Richard Rodgers. These are the melodies he 
wrote in the thirties in collaboration with lyricist 
Lorenz Hart: Lover, This Can’t Be Love, Blue Moon, 
There’s A Small Hotel, My Funny Valentine and many 
others. You’ll hum your way all through this one. 
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Don Bolander says: “Now you can learn 
to speak and write like a college graduate.” 


Is Your English 
Holding You Back? 


“■pvo you avoid the use of certain 
A-J words even though you know 
perfectly well what they mean? Have you 
ever been embarrassed in front of friends 
or the people you work with, because you 
pronounced a word incorrectly? Are you 
sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver- 
sation with new acquaintances? Do you 
have difficulty writing a good letter or 
putting your true thoughts down on paper? 

“If so, then you’re a victim of crippled 
English,” says Don Bolander, Director of 
Career Institute. “Crippled English is a 
handicap suffered by countless numbers of 
intelligent, adult men and women. Quite 
often they are held back in their jobs and 
their social lives because of their English. 
And yet, for one reason or another, it is 
impossible for these people to go back 
to school.” 

Is there any way, without going back 
to school, to overcome this handicap? 
Don Bolander says, “Yes!” With degrees 
from the University of Chicago and North- 
western University, Bolander is an author- 
ity on adult education. During the past 
eight years he has helped thousands of 
men and women stop making mistakes in 
English, increase their vocabularies, im- 
prove their writing, and become interesting 
conversationalists right in their own homes. 

BOLANDER TELLS 
HOW IT CAN BE DONE 

During a recent interview, Bolander said, 
“You don’t have to go back to school in 
order to speak and write like a college 
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly 
and easily in the privacy of your own 
home through the Career Institute 
Method.” In his answers to the following 
questions, Bolander tells how it can be 
done. 

Question What is so important about a 
person’s ability to speak and write? 

Answer People judge you by the way you 
speak and write. Poor En'glish weakens 
your self-confidence — handicaps you in 
your dealings with other people. Good 
English is absolutely necessary for get- 
ting ahead in business and social life. 


You can’t express your ideas fully or 
reveal your true personality without a 
sure command of good English. 

Question What do you mean by a "com- 
mand of English"? 

Answer A command of English means you 
can express yourself clearly and easily 
without fear of embarrassment or mak- 
ing mistakes. It means you can write 
well, carry on a good conversation — 
also read rapidly and remember what 
you read. Good English can help you 
throw off self-doubts that may be hold- 
ing you back. 

Question But isn’t it necessary for a person 
to go to school in order to gain a com- 
mand of good English? 

Answer No, not any more. You can gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate right in your own home 
— in only a few minutes each day. 

Question Is this something new? 

Answer Career Institute of Chicago has 
been helping people for many years. 
The Career Institute Method quickly 
shows you how to stop making embar- 
rassing mistakes, enlarge your vocabu- 
lary, develop your writing ability, 
discover the “secrets” of interesting 
conversation. 

Question Does it really work? 

Answer Yes, beyond question. In my files 
there are thousands of letters, case his- 
tories and testimonials from people who 
have used the Career Institute Method 
to achieve amazing success in their busi- 
ness and personal lives. 


Question Who are some of these people? 

Answer Almost anyone you can think of. 
The Career Institute Method is used by 
men and women of all ages. Some have 
attended college, others high school, 
and others only grade school. The 
method is used by business men and 
women, typists and secretaries, teachers, 
industrial workers, clerks, ministers and 
public speakers, housewives, sales 
people, accountants, foremen, writers, 
foreign-born citizens, government and 
military personnel, retired people, and 
many others. 

Question How long does it take for a per- 
son to gain the ability to speak and 
write like a college graduate, using the 
Career Institute Method? 

Answer In some cases people take only a 
few weeks to gain a command of good 
English. Others take longer. It is up 
to you to set your own pace. In as 
little time as 15 minutes a day, you will 
see quick results. 

Question How may a person find out more 
about the Career Institute Method? 

Answer I will gladly mail a free 32-page 
booklet to anyone who is interested. 

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET 

If you would like a free copy of the 32-page 
booklet, How to Gain a Command of 
Good English, just mail the coupon be- 
low. The booklet explains how the Career 
Institute Method works and how you can 
gain the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate quickly and enjoyably at 
home. Send the coupon or a post card today. 
The booklet will be mailed to you promptly. 


DON BOLANDER, Career Institute, Dept.34701L, 30 East Adams, Chicago 3, 111. 

Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page booklet. 
name 
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BORDERLINE 



The beauty of 

the Woman made him go wild 

with desire, but 

the Master tamed his ardor! 

fiction / By Kevin James 


T HE DARKNESS HERE is complete 
darkness; the light, complete light. The 
starlight casts no shadows past the sur- 
rounding peaks, and by day there is no 
blue in the sky that is one vast sun. Nor is 
there any air, so that this place must be 
much like the far side of the moon, a place 
of extremes with no shades or greys or de- 
grees. There are only the abrupt and total 
blackness of night and the sudden glare of 
total day. 

And both by day and by night there is 
the Woman. 

I met her soon after I arrived, after I 
became so ill. I came here to the desert of 
my own free will, because only here, I 
knew, could I be cured. I remember trying 
to scale the highest peak and I remember, 
when I was close to the top, my feet slipped 
and I plunged down again, all the way to 
the bottom. Unhurt, I regained my feet — 
and then I saw the Woman. 

Are you badly hurt, she asked, and put 
her hand tenderly on my shoulder. Imagine, 
if you can, a beauty so great as to be pain- 
ful, so that your breathing comes fast and 
the blood in your head threatens to blind 
you. Such was the beauty of the Woman. 
She was clad all in white lacy garments 
that did not hide, but only stressed, the 
loveliness beneath. I stared at her for a 
time and there was no shame in her eyes 
but only a look of understanding. And, I 
felt, of invitation. 

But when I drew nearer to accept the in- 
vitation she shied away with a light laugh. 
“Not yet,” she said, “not yet.” 

There was then a period of confusion and 
I remember little of it; just the myriad of 
faces that came and ( Cont . on page 70) 






by ORSON BEAN 


jyjY NAME, as viewers of the old Jack Paar Show all know, is not Orson Bean at all. 

Like most people in show business, it’s a professional name. Now if your name is 
Spangler Arlington Brugh, there’s a necessity to change it to Robert Taylor, or if you’ve 
been christened Tula Lea Finklea, Cyd Charisse is much more glamorous. My given name 
sounds like a professional name. It’s Dallas Burroughs. I was born Dallas Burroughs. 

My folks still use the name Burroughs. My relatives and old friends still call me Dallas. 
But I feel like Orson Bean. After several years of being Orson Bean-well, let me tell 
you about it. 

There's no doubt. Orson Bean is a funny name. 

Girls— my favorite people-either love it or hate it. There's no middle ground. 

Take this letter I received recently. No kidding, I really did : 

Dear Mr. Bean : 

I’ve never seen you but I think your name is lovely. Every time I 
hear it I get this funny feeling, like I want to laugh. You sound like 
a character in the old Archie comics, which must be very nice. Don’t 
you feel like laughing when 'people call you Mr. Bean ? I would very 
much like to meet you. 

Alice. R. 

Toronto, Age 18. 

Well, Alice R., I really don’t want to meet you. 

But it’s nice getting mail. The only mail I received as Dallas Burroughs was bills. As 
Dallas Burroughs I was the most unsuccessful magician in the Northeast. My act was so 
unpopular, that the master of ceremonies, to get a laugh, would introduce me as 
Gulliver Thonk, or Peterkin Gimp. New Englanders always get a yok out 
of names like that, so I didn’t mind. Burroughs sounded like an adding 
machine. One night the M.C. had just eaten a bowl of chile and was 
reading a novel by Orson Welles. When ( Continued on next page) 





HOW NOT TO BE A VEGETABLE 


the time came to introduce me, he 
said, “Ladies and Gentlemen, Orson 
Bean.” The house came down, and 
happily, people have been laughing 
ever since, and I’ve developed an en- 
tire family of Beans. It also brings 
me mail. One of my routines concerns 
my great-great grandfather, Ezekiel 
Bean, a hero of the American Revo- 
lution. Well, actually, he wasn’t much 
of a hero, but he was the most fa- 
mous bartender of Colonial times. 
Rumor has it that he poured the shot 
that was heard around the world. 
Many of the celebrities of the period 
hung around great-great grand- 
father Ezekiel’s tavern. There was 
George and Martha Washington. 
Poor George, wooden teeth and all. 
But it Was a neighborhood place — 
that gasser John Hancock, and 
swingers like John Quincy Adams 
all came in for a snort or two. Paul 
Revere used to dash in when he 
had a minute. 

But I’m getting away from my 
story. Great-great grandfather Eze- 
kiel almost lost the Revolution. He 
brewed his stuff in his own back 
yard, and word trickled back to Eng- 
land. George the Third got a Fifth — 
or was it the other way around? 

One night the British General 
Cornwallis dropped in with his 
troops and the Hessians, too. They 
were a drag, but you couldn’t keep 
them out. Great-great grandfather 
Ezekiel took out his freshly brewed 
stuff and the British went to town. 
They really can guzzle, you know — 
even though they don’t use ice. 

The next day was the battle of 
Bunker Hill. The American General 
Prescott gave his famous order. 
“Men,” he said, looking toward the 
lobster coated British who were reel- 
ing up the hill, “Don’t fire til you see 
the whites of their eyes.” But they 
didn’t have any. 

Now I think this is a pretty funny 
routine. But when my record came 
out I got all sorts of mail concerning 
the event. 

Dear Mr. Bean: 

My great-great grandfather was 
named Ezekiel Bean. (He’s mention- 
ed in Bradshaw’s History of the First 
Families To Settle In Eastern Cam- 
bridge, Alton Press, Boston, 1873) . 
Nowhere in the genealogy does it 
mention that he had a tavern. In fact, 
he was a lay minister. And, although 
I’ll admit that some Beans might 
have been Tories (the grandsons of 
Barnett L.Q. Bean, specifically, but 


they changed their name to Parson, 
for unexplained reasons, when they 
moved to Montreal, where descen- 
dants of theirs still exist) but old 
Ezekiel was a Patriot. He would 
have done nothing to hurt the Battle 
of Bunker Hill, and I feel you 
should make a public apology.” 

Z. Adler (Mrs. Genevieve) 
Ogonquit, Maine 

P.S. We no longer are Beans. Some- 
where around 1806, Elizabeth Bean 
married Jeremiah Adler, and that 
was the end of the Beans. 

I answered Mrs. Adler’s letter 
saying that Bean was a pseudonym, 
and that I meant no ill will. She 
answered succinctly, “I don’t be- 
lieve you. Once a Bean, always a 
Bean.” 

What can I do? 

Like the time I received a call 
from a girl who said she was a re- 
porter for a well known magazine 
and was assigned to interview me. 
I’m not adverse to publicity. Besides, 
she said her name was Bean, too. 

As soon as she came in the door 
I knew that she might have a job — 
somewhere — but not for a magazine. 
Were I casting the Beast jrom 5000 
Fathoms, she’d have had an excel- 
lent opportunity for the part. 

At least she told me the truth 
from the beginning. “You must be 
related to me,” she said. “I’m a lost 
Bean.” 

“So am I,” I said, encouragingly. 
I was about to tell her that it was 
a stage name when she burst into 
tears. 

“I hope you don’t mind my com- 
ing here,” she wailed. “I’m an or- 
phan.” I was touched, and let her 
continue. “All I know is that my 
name is Bean, and when I saw you 
were appearing in a Broadway play, 
I had to see you.” 

She paused. “In case you might 
be my long lost Bean.” Then she 
told me she was unemployed and 
had trouble finding a job. Since she 
was a Bean, and I was Bean, and 
we Beans have to stick together, I 
decided to help. So, I called a friend 
who managed an employment agen- 
cy. When I told her to visit him, she 
implored me to come along. “I 
couldn’t stand the thought of losing 
you so soon,” she said, as appealing- 
ly as she could. What could I do? 

We hailed a cab and were on our 
way to the agency where I hoped I 
could dump her, happily employed, 
a satisfied Bean. As the cab started, 


she dug into her handbag, and so 
help me, pulled out a paper sack of 
unshelled peas. Now, this actually 
happened. “Let’s shell them,” she 
said. 

“Shell them?” She looked at me 
quizzically, busy shelling peas and 
tossing them on the floor of the cab, 
much to the chagrin of the cab 
driver. “Don’t you like to shell 
peas?” 

“Well, Miss Bean, I really never 
thought much about it,” I answered. 

“You’ve never shelled peas?” 

“Well, once or twice for my moth- 
er, but then we started using the 
frozen variety.” 

“Frozen peas?” 

“Yes.” Her complete expression 
changed. She tapped the cab driver 
on the shoulder. “Stop here,” she 
said with determination. With ter- 
rible dejection, and without turning 
to even look at me squarely, she 
said, “Orson, you’re no real Bean,” 
and leaving me the half-empty bag 
of peas, left, never, fortunately, to 
be seen again. 

But you know, I’ve found that 
shelling peas is very relaxing. You 
should try it sometime. 

Another one of my routines deals 
with an Australian “cousin” of mine 
who is arrested in Sydney for hav- 
ing relations with an ostrich. I do 
the entire bit in what I think is an 
Australian accent. It’s a short rou- 
tine in which the Queens Attorney 
(like our D.A.) deplores the fact 
that “anyone should dally with our 
feathered brothers.” 

“Feathered BROTHERS,” cries 
the defendant, my Australian cousin 
Bean. “What do you mean BROTH- 
ERS.” At this point the judge inter- 
rupts and says, “Amend the state- 
ment to include feathered brothers 
and SISTERS.” 

The Defendant looks at the judge 
and says innocently, “If I’da known 
that it would cause all this trouble, 
I’da married the bloody bird.” 

You know, I didn’t realize I had 
such a following in Australia. Especi- 
ally among the Australian Beans. 

A typical example came from Port 
Darwin. 

Dear Mr. Bean: 

Or should I write dear cousin 
Bean, for all us Beans are related 
one way or tuther. It doesn’t set well 
in my craw for a Bean to be on the 
stage in the first place, but when he 
airs the family wash for all to hear, 
well, that’s too much. Now, every 
family has skeletons in its closets, 
but is it anybody’s business in the 
first place. ( Continued on page 68) 
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ETTING 
THE GATE 


What kind of a 


fellow would give the 


Sally Lippeau? A fellow 


with a problem 


only Sally could solve! 






The fellow who gave Sally the 


gate was a neighbor who had 


to leave for Europe on busi- 


really a valuable antique and 


Sally makes the perfect gate- 


keeper! But don’t fence her in! 
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OOD AFTERNOON, sir. Yes, I am Jerry, the young man who wrote 
^ you the letter, Kerstin Blaine’s friend. It was good of you to see me so 
promptly, good for your sake, I may add. I wish I could say that I’ll be brief. 

I know how busy you are, too busy for your own good, perhaps. Unfortunately, 
this thing shouldn’t be told in a few concise sentences. It could, of course. 
Everything can. But it has been going on for so long. You’d only wish to 
question me afterwards. I’d rather tell it my way, if you don’t mind. 

“No, thank you. I don’t drink. But you go right ahead, sir. You may need it. 
“I can see you’re getting annoyed. You’re expecting unpleasant news. Perhaps 
you find me unpleasant. It’s the same thing, believe me. Have you had a 



classical education? You haven’t. Well, in the classical days, when people lived 


by Urstile Molinaro 


closer to their reflexes, the bearer of bad news risked his head. All you can 
do today is throw me out. 

“You want to know why I’m taking all the trouble? You’re quite wrong. I 
don’t want money. My information is not for sale. After all, I’m not your 
private detective. 

“Yes, I took the train to come here. Four hours. I could hardly borrow 
Kerstin’s car for this delicate mission, could I? 

“Why I came at all? I’ll tell you : I’m interested in the development of 
consciousness. Our conversation here this afternoon promises to develop the 
consciousness of several people-yours, our friend Kerstin’s ( Cont . on page 72) 
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Illustrated by MORT GERBERG 


WHEN THE AUTHOR of Gulliver’s 
Travels advised all bachelors that 
the best luncheon consisted of “bread, 
cheese, and kisses,” the business lunch had 
not yet been invented. Today’s business 
lunch philosophy is that there’s no better 
time for getting your client to say “yes” 
(the “kisses” could come in here if 
your client happens to be young, pretty 
and willing) than when he’s comfortably 
seated behind a well-provisioned and 
happily Martini’d table. But business 
lunches are not all major company 
mergers and million dollar sales meetings. 
As Mort Gerberg shows, lunch can be 
an extremely funny business. 




MEANS 





"We appreciate your comments, Harvey, 
but in the future, please don’t make 
them with a mouthful of barley soup!” 


"Remember, when the waiter spills the 
soup on him, you whip out the cleaning 
fluid and demonstrate it while I make 
the sales pitch . . .” 
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‘Well, Mr. Brand, is this your final estimate? 
-MMMM?-Mr. Brand?-Ahhh, Mr. Brand 
-Mr. Brand-Mr — " 


‘‘Dammit, Mr. Harrison, Sir! Will you 
stop feeding your fat face for a second 
and look at these figures . . 



‘‘The man makes chocolate pudding! We're trying to get his 
business! So how the hell do you order ice cream for dessert!” 



‘‘We took Mr. Yamoto to a Japanese restaurant, and everything 
went great until young Burton here drank his finger bowl!” 
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BY 

LARRY 

DANN 



^Tropic” 

of 

Capricorn 

HENRY MILLER 


T ROPIC OF CANCER by Henry Miller (Grove 
Press). Grove Press is the thinking man’s publisher. 
It’s also a lousy gambler, albeit a courageous one. Both 
these claims are proven by Grove’s experience in pub- 
lishing “Lady Chatterly’s Lover” and following it with 
Henry Miller’s “Tropic of Cancer.” Until Grove took 
the risk, both books had been banned from the U.S. as 
pornography. In attempting to break down that ban, 
Grove was doing the publishing equivalent of crashing 
the sound barrier, or beating the four-minute mile. 
Well, they crashed the barrier, they beat the four- 
minute mile, but even today there are those in the book 
publishing world who think they were crazy to do it. 
Far from being profitable, it cost Grove money in legal 
fees to fight censorship across the country. That they 
fought the good fight is assured by their publication of 
“Tropic of Capricorn,” surely— and with all due respect 
to Faulkner, Hemingway & Co. — one of the greatest 
books of our times. 

Having said that, it should be noted that the storm 
of criticism sure to be aroused by this book is not alto- 
gether unjustifiable. Mr. Miller uses profane, four-letter 
Anglo-Saxon words and lots of ’em. He describes various 
sex acts in great detail and with humorous irreverence. 
At times in this book sex is cause for despair; at other 
times it is a matter of rejoicing. But at no time is it 
glossed over with sugary descriptions, or disguised by 


‘acceptable’ language. What places the bawdiest of Mr. 
Miller’s sequences beyond the realm of ordinary mor- 
ality is the complete honesty with which he presents 
them. 

This honesty permeates the book; it is the mark of its 
greatness. This is so because in his honesty Miller reveals 
to us the workings of a truly original mind. And mir- 
rored in the labyrinths of this brain are all the false 
values, hypocrisies, lies, self-condemnations and self- 
destructions of our society. 

This, naturally, results in a wholesale mowing down 
of sacred cows which are sure to rear up again and howl 
their outrage at the author. Not only the bluenoses will 
be offended by this book, but also just about all those 
who cling to any fixed point of reference in this world. 
Perhaps that is because this world is not really Miller’s 
world. He stands aside from it and regards it with the 
utmost contempt. Still, what better function for an 
artist? It has been written that true genius is that which 
sees things differently from the way they are viewed by 
the ordinary person. The description certainly fits Miller. 
It fits him, for example, when he writes about a book 
he’d read, not understood completely, but enjoyed, as 
follows: 

“ Because in not understanding the meaning of the 
-words, neither 1 nor my friends, one thing became 
very clear and that was that there were ways of 
not understanding and that the difference between the 
non-understanding of one individual and the non- 
understanding of another created a world of terra firma 
even more solid than differences of understanding.” 

It’s a fine point, but an important one, particularly in 
relationship to “Capricorn” itself. Miller is not easily 
understood. In writing that sings, he goes off on wild 
flights of intellectual fancy, makes sexual side excur- 
sions without pause and without warning, pokes fun at 
all things human one moment and then displays the 
greatest comprehension of the human tragedy the next. 
He takes the reader through a mad, midsummer sleigh- 
ride through a world that never was and en route points 
out with unfailing truth the (to him) loathsome land- 
marks of the world that is. His laughter is the laughter 
of despair, his tears the tears of hope. This is me, Henry 
Miller, he seems to be saying, and I don’t care whether 
you like me or hate me, for I am sufficient unto myself. 
That self, in all its honestly shown contradictions, might 
be the self of any member of mankind — had he the 
courage to face it as Miller has. 

It is easy to carp and find faults in this book and many 
will do so. They will say that Miller is nihilistic. They 
will say he is un-American. They will say he is anti- 
Semitic, anti-Negro, anti-Catholic, anti-German (al- 
though he is of German descent), anti-Mom, anti- 
fatherhood, anti-decency and many, many other antis. 
They will be right of course. Miller, and this book, are 
all those things, because they are anti-world and anti- 
humanity. At the same time, in the most profound sense, 
they are pro-world and pro-humanity, as is shown by 
the extreme extent to which they envision a better 
world and a better humanity. Miller has said elsewhere 
that he desires to change nothing. Yet, his very attack 
on the status quo in itself constitutes the most urgent 
demand for change. 

In making this demand, he has written the greatest 
American work since “Moby Dick!” # # # 
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Living PROOF that riches are where you find them is this group of 
beautiful bathers splashing around the blue waters of an autumn- 
kissed lagoon - with nary a quiver among them. Stumbled upon acciden- 
tally or not, we feel the scene is a treasure that would impress even 
the three ancient kings of legendary Serendip. According to middle- 

European mythology, the three kings each set out upon a trip and each 
discovered an incredible treasure accidentally. What treasure could 
be more fabulous than these winter bathers in a day’s end setting where the 

dazzling brilliance of the sun has changed the restless waves into a broken 
jigsaw puzzle of crystal. The poet who said that “from the shining 

waters of the midwinter sun come the storehouse of jewels that delight 
the heart’s hidden cockles,” certainly knew what he was talking about. 
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When Jim Hyde threw 
his wild party he didn’t know 
that it would cost 
his reputation, his company, his 
social career and 
exile from the United States. 
All that aside, 

it was sure one hell of a party! 


THE PARTY THAT 


By Bernard Saffran 



/\\V 


A FEW YEARS AGO, the late Mike Todd tossed a party in honor of 
the premiere of “Around the World In 80 Days.” Reputedly, the party 
cost nearly a million dollars and a celebrated movie columnist termed it, 
“one of the elaborate functions ever to be presented and New York has 
never seen the likes of it.” 

The celebrated columnist was wrong. Next to James Hazen Hyde’s 
little shindig in honor of the French Ambassador to the United States on 
January 31, 1905, Todd’s fete pales into insignificance. According to 
Broadway producer Max Gendel, former executive assistant to Todd, “when 
we decided to throw our gala, we contacted Hyde, (then in his 80’s), 
but he didn’t want to have anything to do with parties.” 

It’s no wonder. Hyde’s million dollar costume ball cost him more than 
money. It ruined his reputation, caused him never-to-be-forgotten scandal, 
lost his place in the social register and forced him to give up active 
directorship of a major company. In fact, national disapproval was so great, 
Hyde found it expedient to take up residency in Paris — the beginning 
of a voluntary exile that lasted until the Second world war compelled 
inconspicuous repatriation in 1941. 

During the latter part of the nineteenth century, American society was 
coming in to its own. In those pleasant days before income taxes, a 
millionaire was worthy of the epithet, the Vanderbilts, the Morgans, the 
Astors, the Fiskes — all tried to outdo each other. When the Prince of Wales 

COST A MILLION 

came to the United States, for example, a ball was thrown by John Jacob 
Astor III and ex-New York governor Hamilton Fish in which, according to 
the British press, was “extravagant,” but “not in strict accordance with 
good breeding.” What the British press overlooked, however, was that the 
amorous Prince of Wales ducked out of the party and disported himself 
riotously in New York’s then flourishing red-light district. 

On his twenty-eight birthday, Hyde decided to give a party that, 
as he told his friend Stanford White, the famous architect, “even the 
Prince of Wales wouldn’t want to leave.” Having just come into a “small 
inheritance” consisting of control of the Equitable Life Assurance Society 
of the United States, and concomitant directorship in forty-six corporations, 
money seemed no object. 

Throughout his undergraduate days at Harvard Jim Hyde was 
* considered somewhat of a hayseed, was awkward with women and men 
alike, and stuttered. To make up for this, he became a playboy. 

More than once, Hyde was admonished by the police for wild driving. He 
would rent a Hansom cab, pay the driver to let him take the reins, 

* and then go barreling down Fifth Avenue cracking his whip “like a western 
stage coach driver.” When coach racing became a popular but short-lived 
sport, Hyde was one of the first “gentleman of high degree” to become 
a driver — there’s no doubt that if he was in his young manhood today, 
he’d be racing sports cars. 

But most of all he was a party man. “Town Topics,” the society paper 
of the day, said that “the bearded young Hyde was the first to arrive at 
a function, and the last to leave. It doesn’t matter at all whether or not he 
was invited in the first place — for he seems welcome especially by 
the young ladies.” 

Hyde also was a Francophile, and as soon as he ( Cont. on p. 33 ) 
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by jack Hunvaldo 



QN A BRISK November day a 
few seasons back, 43,000 

football enthusiasts filled the University of Pennsylvania’s 
Franklin Field to watch and scream at the traditional battle between 
Columbia and Penn. By the beginning of the fourth quarter the score was 
tied at 18. As the twenty-two players faced off at the 
scrimmage line, the solid wall of noise dissolved to a hushed silence. 

Suddenly there was a. flurry of movement, a quick, bullet-like pass, 
and A1 Barabas of Columbia was in the clear with the ball. A wave of 
sound erupted from the stands as he raced towards the goal line, 
two husky tacklers at his heels. With a strenuous lunge, one 
of the tacklers grabbed for Barabas’ legs, acquiring instead the back 
of his pants. Undaunted, Barabas struggled on with the ball. Suddenly, 
with a sound that was lost in the screaming stadium, the pants gave 
way. Barabas continued on, untackled, untrousered, and 
unheeding, to score the winning touchdown. It was a ( Cent . next page) 


TIME OUT FOR TITTERS 


brilliant, though ill-fated run. And 
the crowd, in appreciation, laughed 
its collective head off for the next 
ten minutes. 

Such unexpected hilarity is not 
uncommon in football. The rib- 
breaking is generously spiked with 
rib-tickling, and no one can predict 
where or when the zaniness will 
suddenly begin. 

For example, the crucial moment 
in a big game when the quarterback 
of the visiting team broke away like 
a madman to pay a visit to the goal 
posts. The home team coach, in a 
frenzy of excitement, yelled to his 
team: “Stop him! Stop that man!” 

A spectator in the front row heard 
the urgent cry. Caught up in the 
excitement himself, he jumped the 
fence, ran out onto the field and 
brought the runner to the ground 
with a tackle that would have done 
justice to an All-American. All his 
efforts got him, though, were a big 
laugh, a few headlines and a bruised 
shoulder. The other team was 
awarded the touchdown. 

Another instance when a non- 
player momentarily forgot himself 
occurred at a Penn State game in 
1953. The opening kickoff veered a 
little off center and headed straight 
for the referee. “I got it!” he yelled 
crazily, motioning the other players 
out of the way. 

The ball fell into his arms and he 
started to dash down the field. The 
two teams stared at him dumbly. 
About halfway to the goalposts the 
official came to his senses. Embar- 
rassed to a beet red, he dropped the 
ball and walked off the field. He ex- 
plained later: “I’d never been in the 
clear before. I guess I just lost my 
head.” 

As a result of such incidents foot- 
ball followers have come to know 
that from the moment foot meets 
ball almost anything can happen. On 
one occasion a player kicked the ball 
so furiously that it burst with a loud 
pop and fell, deflated and useless, at 
his feet. Another time a kicker put 
such a follow through into his punt 
that the ball went back over his 
head — for a loss of 37 yards. 

Probably the funniest fouled-up 
kick in football history occurred in 
the Brown-Dartmouth game in 1949. 

It was the fourth down, and the 
Dartmouth man, having received the 
signal to punt, was racing toward 


the ball. About a foot and a half be- 
fore it, however, he stumbled and 
went flying over the ball onto the 
ground. The Brown team, unable to 
check their momentum, piled onto 
him like rubble from a collapsing 
building. The Dartmouth center, 
who’d been holding the ball in read- 
iness for the kick, looked up to see 
every Brown player tangled together 
like a mismatched jigsaw puzzle. 
Calmly picking up the ball, he 
bowed to the laughing crowd, and 
strolled 97 yards for a touchdown. 

His, however, wasn’t the only 
crazy touchdown ever scored. When 
the University of Washington was 
playing Southern California in 1940 
an inopportune pop of a photogra- 
pher’s flashbulb blinded two Wash- 
ington tacklers just long enough to 
allow the California halfback to slip 
through for a goal. And the famous 
pro, Frank Gifford, once caused an 
unorthodox touchdown by playfully 
tossing a worm in the face of one of 
his teammates. The player, deathly 
afraid of worms, jumped like a fire- 
cracker. He was so scared he knocked 
six blockers out of his way and ran 
for a touchdown. 

One of the best-known gags in 
football is the disappearing ball 
trick, first invented by the Carlisle 
Indians in 1903. But it was nothing 
compared to the disappearing player 
trick executed, quite by accident, at 
Morris High School in Delaware in 
1957. Sandy Dalton, 17-year old Mor- 
ris quarterback was carrying the 
ball when suddenly he vanished 
from sight. 

For a few seconds the commotion 
of the game covered the loss. Then 
the teams trotted to a halt and 
looked around in consternation. The 
coaches came running onto the field. 
“What’s wrong?” they wanted to 
know. 

“Dalton’s gone,” said one of the 
players. 

“Impossible,” said the Morris 
coach. He lined them up and counted 
noses. Sure enough Dalton was miss- 
ing. “He was in that play, wasn’t 
he?” asked the coach. 

“Carried the ball,” said a player. 
“Impossible,” said the coach again. 
Then he called: “Dalton! Come here 
this minute!” The field announcer 
took up the cry on the P.A. system. 

Suddenly a head popped up in the 
middle of the field, then a body. It 


was Dalton, grinning and rubbing a 
sore knee. There had been a large 
hole on the field that had been cov- 
ered with thin boards and sod, and 
Dalton had crashed, unnoticed, right 
through it. 

Burning at the merriment the in- 
cident had caused, the coach stalked 
angrily out to the center of the field. 
“You nitwit!” he barked as he ap- 
proached Dalton. “You imbecile! 
You—” 

And then a second makeshift cov- 
ering gave way, and, as the stadium 
shrieked its delight, the coach slid 
quickly out of sight too. After that, 
there was little he could say to Dal- 
ton. 

However, though Dalton’s debacle 
was purely accidental, football play- 
ers do have something of a reputa- 
tion as blockheads. Football itself 
has even been classed as “a sport 
played on Saturdays by twenty-two 
men before 50,000 or so spectators, 
most of whom never really went to 
college either.” 

There is some basis for this. One 
of the most famous football legends 
involves Joe Bumpkin of the Uni- 
versity of Iowa, an extremely valu- 
able player whose impending flunk 
in English threatened to endanger 
the school’s winning streak. The 
coach pleaded with the professor to 
pass Bumpkin. “All right,” agreed 
the professor finally. “But on one 
condition. I’ll give him one word to 
spell, and if he can get just one 
letter right, I’ll give him a passing 
grade.” 

Bumpkin went for his test. “Spell 
‘Coffee’,” said the prof. 

Bumpkin pondered, then recited 
slowly: “K-A-U-P-H-Y.” 

Some real classics of stupidity 
have been attributed to the brawny 
giants of the gridiron. Like the Uni- 
versity of Nebraska halfback who, 
in his first game, tore across the goal 
line without the ball, then went up 
to the coach and beamed. “Nice 
touchdown, huh Coach?” 

“Rummy!” yelled the coach. “Don’t 
you know you can’t get a touchdown 
without carrying the ball!” 

The player looked crestfallen and 
confused. “Damn!” he said finally. 
“Every year new rules!” 

Not much better off was the coach 
who tried teaching a group of under- 
brained beginners the rudiments of 
the game. “We’ll start with the 
fundamentals,” he said. “This”— he 
held it up — “is a football — ” 

Just then a voice broke in. “Hold it, 
Coach. Not so fast.” ( Cont . on p. 64) 
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"I don't like the way she dresses for those baby-sitting 
jobs, and fifty dollars a night seems a little high!" 
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When it comes 
to playing ‘dress-ups,’ 
a harem costume is 
just the thing to fit the 
exotic mood of 
this month’s cover girl, 
Eleanor Bradley! 
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And when Ellie leaves 
her dreams of Araby to 
stroll in a California glen, 
she’s every bit as alluring ! 


THE PARTY THAT COST A MILLION 

( Continued, from page 25) 


received his inheritance, he set up a 
trust to enable worthy young Amer- 
icans to study at the Sorbonne. (The 
scholarship stands today). He was a 
close friend of the French ambassa- 
dor to the United States, and the 
motive for Hyde’s party, was, as the 
invitation read, “an innocent merri- 
ment in honor of the return of the 
French Ambassador to his native 
land.” 

At first architect Stanford White 
was loathe to work for Hyde. Al- 
though quite a “ripper” himself, he 
was also the most noted architect 
of his day — having just designed and 
built Pennsylvania Station and the 
New York Public Library. Exerting 
his considerable talent for a one- 
night stand seemed a waste. But 
Hyde was persuasive and, lured by 
a huge fee, White finally conceded. 
(It is interesting to note that White 
was shot and killed shortly after- 
ward by Harry Thaw who accused 
White of hanky-panky with show- 
girl Evelyn Nesbitt, resulting in one 
of the most spectacular trials in 
legal history.) 

“I want my costume ball to 
eclipse in splendor any function of 
the kind ever held in New York,” 
were Hyde’s words of instruction to 
White. 

The party was to be held at 
Sherry’s, an establishment on Fifth 
Avenue, then as now, an elegant 
area of New York. White trans- 
formed Sherry’s large ballroom into 
a reproduction of the Hall of Mir- 
rors at Versailles, with its floor 
carpeted in rose petals and its walls 
embellished by thousands of orchids. 

The guests (1000 invited) were to 
wear Court costume. Waiters and 
other attendants (400 in all) were 
attired in the livery and’perukes of 
royal lackeys. This little touch cost 
a mere $53,000. (The costumes were 
sold to a theatrical company for 
$15,000). 

Festivities started in a quiet 
enough fashion with the arrival of 
the costumed guests. Hyde, in a 
“coat of bottle green . . . cut in cus- 
tomary evening fashion, with the 
revers of dove colored silk, black 
silk knee breeches; black silk stock- 
ings; low black slippers,” greeted 
his guests in the Versailles setting. 

The guest list included princes, 
dukes, Astors, Rockefellers, Goulds, 
Roosevelts (except the President — 
because he “was hunting bears in 
Mississippi”) and a gentleman 
named William Barclay Masterson, 
who had just left a job as U. S. 
Marshal in Dodge City, Kansas to 
accept a position with the New York 
Telegram. His nickname: “Bat.” 

Most of them were spectacularly 


attired. Mrs. Clarence Mackay, 
pretty young socialite of the period, 
came as the French actress Adrienne 
Lecouvreur in her great role of 
Phedre. Her dress was of silver cloth 
studded with turquoises, silver san- 
dals, and a silver tunic and sirt. 
“From her shoulders there fell a 
long train carried throughout the 
evening by two tiny Negro boys in 
costumes of pink brocade.” 

New York was in a recession at 
the time, and crowds of people, 
many unemployed, watched the 
coaches arrive at Sherry’s, shouting 
insults at the gilded aristocrats. One 
woman, dressed as Marie Antoinette, 
looked at the crowd and appropri- 
ately remarked (reported in a 
violent editorial in the New York 
Sun) “let them eat cake.” A bowery 
tough tossed a rotten tomato at her. 
Contemporary reports don’t say 
whether or not his aim was suc- 
cessful. 

Somehow, Hyde convinced a group 
of beautiful debutantes to “enter- 
tain” with a “gavotte,” costumed in 
“shockingly revealing gowns,” caus- 
ing one young English blade to 
remark, “This is the greatest display 
I’ve seen since I’ve been weaned.” 

Then trumpets sounded, and the 
1000 guests marched to supper (dia- 
mond back terrapin, caviar, and 
champagne) on the floor below 
where, several centuries out of con- 
text, myriad multicolored electric 
bulbs peeped through “the thou- 
sands of blooms” and over each of 
the sixty tables, “a rose bush in full 
bloom reared itself.” Eccentric soc- 
ialite Harry Lehr, screamed, “Who 
can eat this junk. Why the hell can’t 
a man get hard boiled eggs and 
beer.” Nobody else complained. They 
were too busy drinking some of the 
“nearly 2500 bottles of champagne” 
reportedly consumed. 

Then, the “innocent merriment” 
began. Several orchestras were hired 
— one for each of the rooms, the 
most notable being the Metropolitan 
Opera House orchestra under the 
baton of Nahan Franko — to play 
until 7 a.m. when breakfast was 
served to the gallant survivors. 

“Town Topics,” aforementioned, 
reported that a group of “ladies, un- 
worthy of the name, hearing of 
Hyde’s exotic revel, managed to gain 
entrance into the party to ply their 
nefarious wares. Naturally, most of 
the gentlemen and ladies present 
were shocked, and Mr. Hyde was 
enraged.” (nothing was mentioned 
about evicting the “ladies.”) 

Apparently, some of the gentle- 
men, especially those in their cups 
weren’t especially shocked, for the 
“ladies, unworthy of the name” left 


with some very worthy money, and 
one of the busboys, now a retired 
waiter, and formerly valet to Dia- 
mond Jim Brady says that “one of 
the upstairs rooms was used by the 
women from one of the big brothels 
near Gramercy Park. Everybody 
was so drunk by the time dancing 
got started, that nobody realized 
what the little room upstairs was 
being used for.” There’s no doubt 
that the amorous Prince of Wales 
would have stayed at Hyde’s party. 

All this innocent merriment re- 
sulted in anti-Hyde editorials and 
the public airing of the intramural 
Equitable feud. Co-directors were 
unhappy with Hyde’s profligate 
spending, and when the public 
learned of the million dollar party, 
confidence in insurance companys 
was serious weakened. 

Actually, Hyde’s downfall was 
brought about by the “Town Topics” 
publisher, Colonel William D’Alton 
Mann, a “patriarchal, debonair vet- 
eran of the Civil War.” The Good 
Colonel had devised means of secur- 
ing peculiarly discreditable tidbits 
of scandal about the elect. It was 
the Colonel’s boast that his safe held 
the reputations of the Four Hun- 
dred. (When finally opened it con- 
tained a photograph of an unknown 
woman, and a half-used bottle of 
cheap brandy.” Fear, however, had 
filled it with alarming ghosts and 
skeletons. The colonel’s substantial 
income was derived from a product 
of extreme social value: silence. The 
kindly publisher was always willing 
to accept loans from prominent gen- 
tlemen whose secrets had come to 
his attention. Those refusing a loan, 
often had their pecadillos reported 
in Town Topics, with “embarrassing 
frankness.” Through Hyde, the 
Equitable Life Assurance Company 
had come through with a loan of 
nearly $200 thousand. 

Colonel Mann was exposed shortly 
after the Hyde party, a public in- 
vestigation of Hyde — ensued, the 
prosecutor being Charles Evans 
Hughes, and the young reveler left 
New York, to return only as an old 
man. He never again made head- 
lines, spending his time writing 
strenuous biographies of ancient 
French diplomats. 

In June, 1905, “Metropolitan Mag- 
azine” summed up: “Mr. James 

Hazen Hyde has for the last three 
months fairly shared the honors 
with President Roosevelt in being 
one of the most talked of men in the 
country. A facetious commentator 
remarks that the scheme of life is 
now, like Gaul, divided into three 
parts: The Simple Life as taught by 
Mr. Charles Wagner (the Norman 
Vincent Peale of the turn of the 
century) the Strenuous Life as 
exemplified by Mr. Roosevelt, and 
the Equitable Life as exploited by 
Mr. Hyde.” # # # 
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/by Morton J. Golding 



If this story has a moral, 
it’s this: never romance a female 
V j wrestler! You just can’t win! 


66T>UT HOW do you handle a lady wrestler, Doc? I mean, what do 
you do about romancing her?” 

Dr. Betty Haddington turned in her chair to get another look at the 
young man who was reclining on her couch. She had to admit that his 
problem was unique— at least in her experience. But then, she’d only 
been a full-fledged psychoanalyst for little less than a year, now. 
Perhaps one of her older male colleagues would be able to deal with it 
more effectively. 

She pushed the thought away from her, angrily. It was unworthy, 
perhaps even un-Freudian. After all, she didn’t have to be an analyst : 
She chose the career of her own free will. There were other things she 
could have done. With her breathtaking 38-26-36 figure plus a face to 
match, she could easily have been a photographer’s model, for instance. 

Indeed, Betty had been offered the chance to be a model and turned it 
down flat. She wanted to help people by using her brains instead of 
exploiting her body, she said. It hadn’t been an easy job convincing 
others. Psychiatrists were supposed to be old men with beards and 
Viennese accents, not spectacularly built young women. 

But she was determined to show them. She hid her figure in loose 


fitting dresses, wore an unnecessary pair of eye-glasses and set herself 
to prove that she could be as good an analyst as any male who ever lived. 
And she was doing it, too, she thought. ( Continued on next page ) 



A VERY PRIVATE TUSSLE 


That is until Rick Andrews walked 
into her office. He was the young 
man in love with a lady wrestler 
and too unsure of his own physical 
powers to do anything about it. 

“Why did you come to me?” she 
asked in a low, husky voice that she 
tried unsuccessfully to de-sex. “I 
Really know very little about wres- 
tling, but I would think that a good 
gym . . .” 

“Oh, look, Doc. Let’s not kid our- 
selves,” Rick said in a reasonable 
voice. “I could build myself up, sure, 
but I could never be a Killer Car- 
ruthers.” 

“And just what is a killer car- 
ruthers?” 

“Not what, Doc. Who. Killer Car- 
ruthers is a wrestler. You can see 
him on television all the time. He’s 
a real mean guy. His specialty is the 
‘twisting death hold.’ They say he’s 
almost killed five men with it.” 

“I see,” Betty said, not really un- 
derstanding, but hoping that she 
would, some day. “But just what is 
he to you?” 

“To me? Why, he’s nothing to me. 
He’s Minerva’s boy-friend.” 

“And Minerva? Is she the girl 
who . . .?” 

“Yes, Doc. Minerva Deare. You 
can see her on the TV, too. Oh, you’d 
love her, Doc. She’s beautiful. She’s 
got a figure like, er . . .” He moved 
his hands in a descriptive arc. “She’s 
got a real sweet nature,” he went 
on, dreamily, “and she laughs a lot 
. . . and she’s a great wrestler, too.” 
“I get the picture,” Betty said, 
dryly. She did not really think that 
she’d love Minerva. But it seemed 
obvious her patient did. And that, 
or so they told her, was the im- 
portant thing. “Now tell me, slowly: 
Exactly what is the problem?” 
“Well, there’s two problems, real- 
ly. First of all there’s the Killer. He 
says that he’ll murder any other 
man who takes Minerva out. I mean, 
murder with his bare hands!” 

“And the second problem?” 
“Minerva, herself. She likes me 
well, enough, but I’m afraid to try 
anything. After all, she is a lady 
wrestler.” 

“Yes,” Betty said. “And you don’t 
think that a gym . . . ?” 

“Not a chance,” the man sighed. 
The doctor stared at him for a few 
moments. Reluctantly, she had to 
admit he was right. He was simply 
not the beefy type. Still, he was 


handsome enough, with black hair 
and sparkling eyes. She wondered 
what Minerva could be thinking of. 
Now, if she had a man like that 

She caught herself up, quickly. 
How unprofessional of her! This 
poor man had come to her for help, 
and she was actually thinking about 
him, personally. 

She wondered if she’d been right 
to give up all male companionship 
so that she could concentrate better 
on her career. Lately, she’d been 
having the most unsettling dreams, 
ones which an analyst, of all people, 
should not have. Not that she didn’t 
understand their significance. That 
was the trouble: She understood it 
too well. 

And, now, these thoughts about 
her patient. It was almost hu- 
miliating. 

Resolutely, she pulled herself back 
to his problem. “Now, Mr. Andrews,” 
she said, firmly. '"“First, let’s settle 
your fear of this, er, Killer person.” 

“Yes, Doc,” the young man said, 
humbly. 

“Why don’t you go to him, explain 
that we are living in a civilized 
country, that the world is not a 
wrestling ring and that he is to stop 
these neurotic threats, immediately.” 

Andrew’s mouth dropped open. 
“But . . . but, he’ll tear me apart. 
You’ve never seen him, Doc. He’s 
immense!” 

Betty shook her head slowly from 
side to side, as if to calm a nervous 
child. “It is true that I’ve never 
seen him,” she said, patiently. “But 
I happen to know that the hands of a 
a professional wrestler or boxer are 
considered deadly weapons in the 
eyes of the law. You tell him that if 
he so much as touches you, you will 
see to it that he spends a goodly 
amount of time in jail!” 

“Doc, you’re a genius,” the man 
said in an awed tone. “That really 
ought to do it.” 

Betty smiled modestly. “I think 
it should.” 

“But what about Minerva?” Rick 
asked, becoming suddenly crestfall- 
en, again. “What do I do about her?” 

“What would you do about any 
girl?” 

“I’d make a pass and see what 
happened.” 

“And if you didn’t succeed the 
first time, you would press on with 
the attack. Am I right?” 

Rick seemed to hesitate. 


“Don’t be embarrassed,” she said, 
with automatic reassurance. “You 
must not think of me as a woman, 
but as a doctor.” 

“Oh. Sure, Doc, if you say so. 
Yeah, I guess I’m a pretty persistent 
guy at certain times.” 

“I’m sure you are,” Betty smiled. 
“Well, you handle Minerva in ex- 
actly the same way that you’d 
handle any other woman.” 

“Really?” 

“Of course. Just because she’s a 
wrestler, do you think she wants to 
be thought of as a freak? She is a 
woman and a woman wants a man 
to be persistent, to attack her, to 
even take her by using some force, 
if need be.” She broke off, suddenly, 
wondering why she was being so 
vehement. Especially, since her 
whole life was devoted to proving 
that a woman, does not have to be 
pushed around by men, but could 
stand on her own two feet. 

Of course, she wasn’t talking about 
herself, now, but Minerva. The fe- 
male wrestler. She never thought 
she could be jealous of a female 
wrestler. Jealous! There she was, 
thinking of this man as a person, 
again. She’d better get him out of 
the office in a hurry so that she 
could check her own subconscious. 

“At any rate,” Betty went on, 
lamely. “That is what I think you’d 
better do. Why don’t you come back 
a week from today and let me know 
what happened.” 

“Sure, Doc. One week from today.” 

Betty watched the door close and 
heaved a sigh of relief. What could 
she have been thinking of? 

Of course, it was disquieting to 
have such a young male patient. 
Almost 90% of the people who came 
through her office door were female. 
The rest were either boys or older 
men. Rick Andrews, on the other 
hand, was definitely virile, even if 
he couldn’t take Killer Carruthers 
in a fair fight. 

She got up from the chair and 
straightened her clothing in pre- 
paration for her next patient, a 
school teacher named Millicent Ar- 
buckle. Accidentally, her hands 
brushed against her breasts and 
thighs. She had a nice body, she de- 
cided, too damn nice to waste in loose 
fitting dresses so that she could give 
advice to spinster school teachers. 

She blushed, angrily. She could 
not allow herself to go on thinking 
like this. She had to get her sub- 
conscious in order before that young 
man’s next appointment. 

( Continued on page 62 ) 
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The difference between a male and 


female bachelor is the “T” between the “A” 
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FICTION 



Senora La Mentira 
was a woman of mystery 
to all of the people in 
the town. But she obviously had a 


SUCCESS STORY 


/^ASAS GRANDES is certainly not the ideal town in Mexico and for the past 
V>4 two years I have contemplated moving my law practice to the border where 
perhaps I could cash in on the burgeoning American divorce business. It is 
most unfortunate that a clever fellow like myself has less than 100 pesos in the 
bank and I owe old Gomez two months rent for my office. Who could 
even afford the bus fare? 

Therefore, it is not difficult to comprehend my elation when Senora La Mentira 
u entered my small office. Ah, what a handsome woman she was, despite her 

K middle age. The dress she was wearing was an American model with a deep 

q V-front, showing me that her breasts were still firm as a girl’s. “Buenas tardes, 

senor, she said in a most businesslike fashion. “Gomez tells me you are a 
“ competent lawyer,” she hesitated. “And one to be trusted.” 

0 Honesty is the only policy, Senora,” I answered, busily brushing off 

£ my other chair. 

5 Casas Grandes is too small to allow any mysteries — save one. The identity of 

> Senora La Mentira. Every Friday afternoon she would step off the noon bus 

B f l om Mexico Cit y carrying a small valise. After exactly ten minutes with banker 

Gomez, she’d return to the bus. This had gone on for many years, and even Gomez 
didn t know who she was — or why she deposited her money in Casas Grandes. 

But the Mexican nature is not a curious one, and as long as the money kept 
coming into the bank, Gomez was happy. As far as the townspeople — well, 
they are mostly mestizos, half- Indians, and from her expensive clothes and grand 
manner it was apparent that Senora La Mentira was of the gente decente — the 
upper class. We do not yet have a classless society in Mexico and I admit my 
manner toward the Senora tended toward the obsequious. 

“Stop fawning all over me, young man,” she said with authority. “I suppose 
you know enough to make out a will?” 

“But of course, Senora.” I practically shook with anticipation. “You also want 
me to be the executor?” I offered nervously, thinking of the 5% fee. 

“Since I’ve no one else, you will have to do,” she replied. “I plan to leave 
everything I own — it’s all in Gomez’ bank — to a Fund that I want you 
to set up, if you’ve the ability.” ( Cont . on page 66) 
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A HARRIED HOUSEWIFE in a New Jersey 

suburb dropped what she was doing in the 
kitchen and ran frantically into the bedroom 

when she heard her five year old, Allen, screaming 
bloody murder. He’d gotten too close to baby 

sister’s crib, and baby sister had given a handful 
of his hair a healthy yank. “There, there,” 

comforted the mother. “Susie didn’t know 
what she was doing. She didn’t know she was 

hurting you.” Allen dried his tears, and Mom went 
back to her housework. Five minutes later a fresh 

supply of infantile invective again beckoned her to 

the bedroom. This time it was baby sister who was 
yelping. Allen was standing nonchalantly 

by her crib. “What happened?” asked the mother. 
“Nothing,” said Allen. “Only now she knows.” 

At exactly what age the desire to “get back” at 
others first makes itself manifest is not known. 

It is, however, one of the earliest urges to be 
awakened in man, running a close second only to 

hunger. And even then it’s not definite which comes 
first. Oatmeal, a child soon discovers, can be 

lumpy; revenge, without fail, is sweet. Furthermore, 
once vengeful designs appear, they usually last 

a lifetime. One woman, bitten by a rabid dog was 
told by her doctor that she might die and had 

better make out her will just in case. She began 
to write. After an hour had passed the doctor coughed 

politely. “Er, you’re taking rather Cont. on p. 44 









REVENGE IS OH-SO-SWEET! 


a long time to write a will, aren’t 
you?” 

“Will, hell!” replied the lady. “I’m 
just making a list of the people I’m 
going to bite!” 

As she explained later with a con- 
tented glare in her eyes, “The Gold- 
en Rule is fine for Sundays, but for 
every day, just give me an eye for 
an eye and a tooth for a tooth.” 

Judging by the acts of vengeance 
committed each day, the lady’s sen- 
timents are not at all unique. In fact, 
some of the retaliatory efforts that 
have been put forth in the spirit of 
spite would make the lady’s dinner 
menu seem like the paragon of neigh- 
borliness. 

For example, the case of the Un- 
happy Jailbirds, a group of some 
seventy-five prisoners at Montreal’s 
St. Vincent de Paul Penitentiary. Or 
rather what used to be St. Vincent 
de Paul Penitentiary — for the thugs, 
in return for alleged injustices, 
burned the place to the ground a 
few weeks ago. 

Or take Peter DeLagio, a twenty - 
eight year old painter who paints 
white lines in the middle of streets 
for the state of Rhode Island. For 
years he used to tremble each time 
a thoughtless and/or mischievous 
motorist would zoom by within 
inches of him. Today he’s a changed 
man, trembling no longer. As the of- 
fending car shoots past, he simply 
stands up and holds his paint brush 
out at arm’s length. DeLagio re- 
flects happily on the fact that there 
are probably more white-striped 
cars in Rhode Island than in any 
other state in the Union. 

Marty Weinman, a New York City 
bus driver, was similarly aggravated 
in the course of his work, in his case 
from unruly and ill-mannered pas- 
sengers. For awhile he tried to ab- 
sorb the abuse philosophically, but 
one day somebody went too far. It 
was a delivery man who seemed to 
have confused the 49th St. Cross- 
town with Hertz Rent-A-Truck. He 
had a big pile of boxes, and, with his 
foot on the treadle that operates the 
rear door, he was methodically 
tossing them into the back of the bus. 

“Hey!” Marty yelled. “You’re put- 
ting me behind schedule.” 

“Keep your shirt on,” responded 
the man, as boxes kept flying in. 

“Listen you,” shouted Marty, “I’m 
late as it is!” 

“All right, pipe down, I’m coming.” 


The man tossed in his last package 
and then ran to the front of the bus. 

That’s where Marty got even. He 
slammed the door and roared away. 
Four blocks later the guy caught up 
with him in a taxi. Panting, the de- 
livery man ran up to the bus. 
“What’s the big idea, huh?” he 
shouted. “You no-good, dirty — ” 

But Marty was hardly listening. 
For the moment, at least, he was the 
happiest bus driver in New York. 

Another piece of impulsive re- 
venge was smartly executed by one 
Avery Frick, a young man who had 
just gotten a job learning to operate 
a giant computer for a large engi- 
neering firm. The first day on the 
job, Frick accidentally dropped a 
mechanical pencil into the machin- 
ery. It took four days and $20,000 
to repair the damage. On the fifth 
day Frick, reporting to work with a 
new pencil, was met by the furious 
head of the department. “You dum- 
my!” bellowed the boss. “You’re 
fired!” 

“I see,” said the young man. “Well, 
in that case, I guess I won’t be need- 
ing this.” And with that he dropped 
his pencil into the machinery again 
and walked out. 

While certain vindictive action can 
best be applied on the spur of the 
moment as with Frick’s little frolic, 
planned meanness is, as a rule, more 
effective. Thus, when Larry Sann 
got booted out of a Boston movie 
theater for smoking in a restricted 
section, instead of punching the 
manager in the nose, he went home 
to give the matter some thought. 
The next night when he returned he 
was well prepared. In his coat jacket 
was a small jar which contained a 
dozen moths and which, when set 
loose in the theater, made straight 
for the light beam of the projector. 
The result on the screen was a pic- 
ture so badly mottled that some four 
hundred patrons marched out and 
demanded their money back. To 
Sann it was a most gratifying pro- 
cession indeed. 

Another well-planned retaliation 
was the one conducted by New Zea- 
land soprano Maurice Kohler against 
his accompanist, Lisa Mufsin, who, 
for some obscure reasons of her 
own, delighted in hitting dischords 
just when Mr. Kohler reached a high 
and impressive note. Kohler, who of 
course could simply have fired her, 
decided instead on revenge. One 


afternoon before a performance he 
slipped into her dressing room and 
carefully doctored the zipper on her 
gown. 

New Zealand music lovers got a 
surprise taste of burlesque that night 
as the zipper inched downward with 
each movement of Miss Mufson’s 
shoulders. By the end of the number 
the pianist’s upper torso was entire- 
ly exposed. The audience broke into 
wild applause, and while it was ob- 
vious that Miss Mufson had upstaged 
him once again, Kohler didn’t mind 
in the least. 

The soul of vengeance lurks every- 
where, but if there is any one place 
where it resides in particularly 
heavy concentration, it is on the 
domestic front. For instance, the 
running battle between the now ex- 
Mr. and Mrs. John Riley of Brook- 
lyn. 

It began when Mrs. Riley, irri- 
tated by her husband’s almost hyp- 
notic attraction to the nightly T.V. 
wrestling matches, took to running 
her electric dishwasher at just that 
time, badly impairing picture recep- 
tion. 

Striking back brilliantly, Mr. Riley 
made note of the fact that his wife 
was so fond of detective novels that 
she went through about three a 
week, then got hold of each one be- 
fore she read it, glanced at the last 
page, and scribbled the name of the 
murderer on the first page. 

The lady fumed awhile, then 
thought of a way to give him his 
just desserts. Or rather his favorite 
dessert — but spiked with hot pep- 
per. The apple pie that evening made 
Mr. Riley jump for the ceiling. 

But Riley wasn’t licked yet. He 
secretly removed all but a few 
ounces of gasoline from the tank of 
the family car, and the following 
day the wife had to trudge a mile 
and a half to a gas station when she 
ran dry. 

She promptly responded by put- 
ting starch in all his handkerchiefs. 

Mr. Riley countered this with what 
he felt was his crowning blow. He 
began going to bed with all his 
clothes on, shoes included. It worked 
wonders. Other than waking up one 
morning with his shoelaces tied to- 
gether, Mr. Riley apparently had 
won. His wife even started sleeping 
on the couch. 

But in the end, Riley lost. His 
wife got a divorce, and ninety dol- 
lars weekly alimony is a revenge 
that Riley, though he’s tried, has yet 
to top. 

Another class of people who seem 
to be ( Continued on page 64 ) 
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"Draw your pay! 
— Both of you!" 



THE BELL 


When Brussels sprouts the 
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When those tempestuous exotics begin 

to go into torso-baring action at “Le Boeuf Sur Le 

Toit,” Belgians and tourists alike flock 

to the fabulous sky-high pasture where the climate 

is torrid, the scenery is but sensational 

and the wildlife gets wilder with each performance! 


ON THE ROOF 



sizzlingest nitery revue in Europe , it’s time for Paris to look to its laurels! 
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TTIGH ABOVE the city of Brussels 
the blackness of night is broken 
by the rainbow-colored neon sign of 
“Le Boeuf Sur Toit.” Atop one of 
the city's tallest skyscrapers, it 
beckons like a beacon to those in 
search of fun, gayety, excitement. 
And “Le Boeuf Sur Le Toit” 

( Tr .: “ The Bull on the Roof”) more 
than lives up to its tivinkling 
invitation. Oivned atid run by an 
enterprising Belgian > Jean Omer, 
ivho made a careful study of such 
famous Parisian shores as the 
“Folies Bergere” and “Le Sexy” 
before originating the show at the 
“Bull,” the club features three 
completely different shows nightly 
and betiveen the shows six eedysiasts 
do their dance- ri -doff routines to 
keep the customers entertained. 
Originally, most of the girls in the 
shows came from Paris; Omer used 
to make special trips there twice 
a year to fill out his chorus lines. 
Today, however, since the “Bull’s” 
fame has spread all over Europe, 
beauties from many different 
countries come to Brussels just to try 
to land jobs at the sky-high “Bull.” 
One result of this is that dressing- 
room chatter is apt to sound like six 
Berlitz records all scrambled together. 

But the loveliness of the girls is a 
universal language that is understood 
by the many tourists who flock to 
the “Bull.” The plush nitery has 
become a must attraction for visitors 
to Brussels who are often surprised 
to find that the shotv out-Frenches 
the best in Gay Paree. They 
shouldn’t be surprised, though. 
After all, heat rises— especially 
at “The Bull on the Roof!” 
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None of the chorines in the “Bull” 
review shown here are Belgian, hut 
theirs is the type of beauty which 
draws so many tourists to Brussels. 




OTTHEN YOU PLAN to buy something, trust your nose to know. Act just like a 
▼T bloodhound on the trail. Keep straight on the scent and you’ll wind up — 
absolutely nowhere. 

Or, at least, you’re likely to. For, since today’s enterprising salesmen have found 
out that the fastest way to your pocketbook is through your nose, modern science 
and an ancient art have been working in combination in order to utterly confuse, 
befuddle and bewilder your supposedly reliable sense of smell. 

Why fool your nose? It’s all psychological — “subliminal,” if you please. Odor can 
affect a man below the conscious level of his mind. Send the right message to his 
nostrils, and the average guy will react as predictably as Pavlov’s dog did to that 
dinner bell. 

Although male scientists have only recently discovered this fact, it is a piece of 
psychology that women have always seemed to know. To a girl, scent means 
perfume, and certain perfumes have a special way of stimulating the male glands. 

When a female wants to convince a man that her rather ordinary figure is more 
phenomenal than Venus’, and that her face is more fantastic than Helen of Troy’s, 
she merely sprays on some special perfume and, brother, that does it. 

Egyptian charmers were following this formula at about the time that the pyra- 
mids were being built. And Egyptian males reacted in precisely the same way that 
you do when you get a whiff of Chanel No. 5 on the back on your companion’s neck. 

But though nearly every civilization has used the subliminal effect of odors as a 
sneak punch in the battle between the sexes, the 20th century is the first one to 
employ it as a sales gimmick. 

With us, the odors are often not perfumes in the old sense, and they are not necessarily 
used to arouse the beast in man. They’re meant to evoke pleasant associations. 

You, in turn, are meant to buy not because of the product, itself, but because of what 
the associations mean to you. 

Let’s suppose, for example, you’re in the market for a used car. You do the usual 
bit of checking the engine, kicking the tires and ( Continued on page 61) 
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A new breed of technician— the odor scientist 
is proving that in the race to marke^jBy products it’s 
more than likely that you can win by anoae! 
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The only thing a 
siren like Laura put on when 
she went to bed was 
the radio. That, anyway, was 
the image that a 
zealous press agent was busy 
trying to create for 
an eager public. Privately, 
though, Laura had 
even more interesting ideas! 



S HE WAS PROPPED on the 
chaise longue like a Tiffany 
jewel displayed on black vel- 
vet. Her blonde hair was 
carefully mussed so that one 
smoldering deep blue eye 
peeped through a curl with the 
intensity of a Freudian analyst 
on the trail of a sex neurosis. 
Her sleazy black negligee sep- 
arated plungingly at the bos- 
om-line to display creamy, 
curved half-moons like mel- 
ons in a South Sea travel ad. 
The bottom of the garment fell 
away from her hip-line to 
bare the full length of her 
slender, evenly tanned legs. 

The fan magazine reporter 
sat across from her, trying not 
to stare too obviously. He was 
about halfway through the in- 
terview and the strain of her 
provocative pose at such close 
quarters was beginning to tell 
on him. “Uh, what do you 
wear to bed, Miss Revere?” 
he asked. 

“Chanel Number Five.” 
Laura Revere had opened her 
mouth to answer, but the 
words had come from the nat- 
tily-dressed man seated in the 
chair ( Continued on p. 54) 






THE GIRL WHO SLEPT IN CHANEL NUMBER FIVE 


behind her. This was Joe Larson, 
her press agent. 

“I mean,” the flustered reporter 
tried to explain, “what do you put 
on when you go to bed?” 

“The radio.” Again the answer 
had come from Joe. 

“I see!” He scribbled away furi- 
ously. “Is it true that you don’t wear 
any — uh — ” The interviewer let the 
sentence hang with an ineffectual 
motion of his hands. 

“Brassiere.” Joe finished it for 
him. “Yes, it’s true. The only thing 
that might need uplifting in that 
department is the minds of the guys 
who focus on it.” 

The interview went on for a little 
while longer with Joe parrying the 
questions and supplying the kind of 
answers for Laura that would help 
to build up the sex symbol image 
he was trying to create for her. Fi- 
nally, with a lingering backward 
glance, the reporter left and they 
were alone. 

“Well,” Joe said happily, rubbing 
his hands together, “that should be 
good for a spread and for some 
raised-eyebrow column quotes, too.” 
He looked at Laura carefully, with 
the air of a businessman studying 
the selling-points of a piece of prime 
merchandise. “Next time, honey, 
just a little more decollete. Remem- 
ber, you’re the sexiest thing to come 
down the pike since Sally Rand 
dropped her fan.” 

“It’s hard, Joe. I don’t feel that 
way.” 

“Look! Forget that method acting 
jazz. I don’t care how you feel — it’s 
how you project that counts, so let’s 
make the most of those 39-inchers.” 
Laura sighed. “I don’t know, Joe. 
Why do I have to be a sexpot? I 
mean, I can’t help the way I’m built 
and I guess I’m glad I have a good 
figure, but why do I have to flaunt 
it so? All I really want out of life is 
a husband and home and kids. I 
know it’s trite, but that’s how I 
feel.” 

“Shh!” Joe said dramatically. 
“Don’t ever let anybody hear you 
talking that way. You don’t want to 
be back slinging hash, do you?” 

“I guess not.” 

“That’s my girl.” Joe gave her a 
businesslike kiss on the forehead. 
“Well, I have to get down to the 
office and start the wheels rolling on 
that Vegas deal. Stay sexy,” he 
added over his shoulder as he went 
out the door. 


‘Stay sexy!’ Wasn’t that just like 
the man? Laura thought to herself. 
As if her being sexy or not made 
any difference in his feelings to- 
wards her. To him she was just a 
product to package and sell! He 
never looked at her as a woman. 

The trouble was that she’d been 
looking at him as a man since the 
first day they’d met. As a matter of 
fact, Laura was hopelessly hooked 
on Joe. She didn’t particularly want 
to be his showpiece client; she’d 
much rather have been the little 
woman who darned his socks and 
soothed his rat-race fevered brow 
at the end of the day. 

But, she told herself, he just 
doesn’t see me that way. Then, she 
added firmly, I’m just going to have 
to make him look at me that way. 
She began to lay out her campaign 
in her mind. 

She put it into action one evening 
during the following week. Joe had 
called earlier to say that he had to 
see her on business and she had 
said why not come to dinner and 
they could discuss it then. He had 
agreed and Laura had swept into 
a whirlpool of activity designed to 
make Joe see her as the wife for 
him. 

That wasn’t exactly the way he 
saw her when she opened the door 
to her apartment that evening, but 
he did do a fast double-take. “Well, 
if it isn’t my old Aunt Jenny,” he 
said, taking in her crisply homey 
gingham house-dress and frilly 
dress-up apron. “Or,” he added, 
looking at her scrubbed-clean, 
makeup-less face and tightly rolled 
hair, “is it Miz Prim, the village 
librarian?” 

“It’s just little old me without any 
gook and wearing the latest fashion 
for Mrs. America this year,” Laura 
answered fliply. “You like?” She’d 
spent a lot of time picking out the 
homebody number and a lot more 
time deciding how to transform the 
glamor girl glare into a girl-next- 
door glow, so her question was more 
in earnest than the playful tone im- 
plied. 

“You’ll never make BACHELOR 
magazine in that outfit,” Joe told 
her, wrinkling his nose in disap- 
proval. 

“I didn’t intend to. But I don’t 
see why I have to be a sex symbol 
all the time — and I certainly don’t 
see why I have to be one in the pri- 
vacy of my own home.” The hurt 


showed through Laura’s voice, but 
it was lost on Joe. 

“Just as long as you don’t let any 
of the newsboys see you this way. 

. . . What’s for dinner?” 

“Spare ribs and sauerkraut.” 

Joe’s face lit up. “Gee, that’s my 
favorite dish.” 

“I know,” said Laura demurely. 

She fixed him a Martini just the 
way he liked it, carefully squeezing 
five drops of vermouth into the 
chilled glass. Then she settled him 
in the livingroom with a copy of 
VARIETY while she went into the 
kitchen to finish preparing the din- 
ner. She hummed happily over the 
homey task, purposely letting the 
melody waft into the livingroom. 

Without thinking, Joe scowled in 
response to the tune. “What’s with 
the cornball yodel?” he called to 
her. “If you have to warble, can’t 
you be a little more peppy? Save 
the schmaltz for the sob-sister inter- 
views.” 

The singing in the kitchen stopped 
and Joe went back to VARIETY. He 
took a sip of his drink and the scowl 
on his face deepened. “What did you 
do? Forget to put the cork back on 
the vermouth bottle?” he called to 
Laura. 

“I made it just the way you said 
you like it. Five drops of vermouth. 
Period.” 

This time he couldn’t miss the 
hurt in her voice. “Okay. Okay, don’t 
get insulted. A chick with your looks 
doesn’t have to be a bartender too. 
You’ve got other talents.” 

“Thanks a lot,” Laura said dryly. 
She stood in the doorway holding, a 
steaming platter of spare ribs and 
sauerkraut. “Come on, let’s eat.” 
She led the way to the dining room. 

Joe took a look around as he sat 
down at the table. “Boy,” he said, 
mildly disapproving, “you sure 
chintzed the place up.” 

“I think it makes it homey.” 

“Maybe, but it doesn’t suit your 
personality.” 

“You mean it doesn’t suit the per- 
sonality you’re trying to create for 
me. It suits my real personality very 
well.” 

“Dames!” Joe shook his head and 
helped himself to some spare ribs. 
In spite of fighting the crumbling 
away of his illusion of Laura, his 
face lit up in approval as he tasted 
her culinary efforts. 

They ate in silence, Joe obviously 
enjoying the ( Cont . on page 70) 
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"Are you sure this isn't just 
another shipboard romance?" 
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graphy 

made 
easy 


Famous throughout 

the world for the cars it produces, 

Detroit, on the middle 

of the northern border of the U. S., 

also produced this 

model, Pat Carley, styled to appeal! 


Tokyo, the largest city in 
the world is also the fastest-growing with 
a population increase of over 
200,000 per year. Its modern architecture 
makes its beauty noteworthy, 
as does the preponderance of lovely girls 
like Yoshie Mura living there. 


56 


If globes set 


your head spinning and maps 
mystify you, here’s 
a short, glamorous course in 
geography to 

set you straight on the four 



corners of the Earth. 



Marking them are landmarks 


you’ll never forget! 


Tourists flock to Copenhagen, Denmark to partake 

of its winter sports, briskly healthy climate and sight-seeing 

delights like native Nordic beauty Greta Bjork. 


Quartering the Earth geographically, one of the 

most desirable sections is “Down Under” and one of its scenic 

delights is Roberta Scourby of Melbourne, Australia. 
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ARE MEN AFRAID OF W WOMEN? 


B OB and Shirley Kardell met for the first time on the 
TV show “People are Funny.” They were intro- 
duced to each other because UNIVAC, an electronic 
matchmaker, declared them completely compatible as 
marital partners. So they got married, and by mathe- 
matical calculations should live happily ever after. 

“What has she got that we haven’t?” many a high 
voltage sexpot sighed enviously as she turned off the 
TV and retired to her lonely bed, wishing earnestly that 
UNIVAC would fill the vacuum in her life. 

For, let’s face it, the average American male is scared 
silly of sexy females. Sure he’ll ogle them, whistle at 
them, make passes at them with the slightest encour- 
agement, or even none at all. But when it comes to 
marriage, he’ll find himself a nice old-fashioned gal 
whose sexual attributes are not so conspicuous. He is 
much less interested in her potential as a bed-partner 
than as a wife and mother. 

Not, of course, that the two categories are mutually 
exclusive. Heaven forbid! 

If you don’t believe that the average Joe will pass up 
the sexy dames when he is ready to settle down to 


connubial bliss, ask Hollywood. It’s common knowledge 
that many of the screen’s most outstanding sirens are 
the loneliest women in the world. 

Take for instance the sexiest sex kitten of them all, la 
Bardot. Although only 22, she has fallen in and out of 
love with monotonous regularity. Again and again she 
has tossed her heart to men who either didn’t want it at 
all, or wanted it only on their own conditions. Love, 
with Brigitte, has been a one-way street. 

In her marriage to producer-director Roger Vadim she 
sought a man who would possess her passionately. What 
she got was a wise, calm promoter determined to con- 
vert her into a symbol of sex and make her rich and 
famous. After him was Sacha Distel. “He always saw 
her as a famous actress, not a woman,” Bardot’s friends 
say. Besides, she couldn’t hold him. Even while she 
kept insisting he would marry her, gossip columnists 
were linking his name with other flames. And Sacha 
wasn’t denying the rumors. 

Result: until her recent marriage to dimple-cheeked 
22-year-old Jacques Charrier she floundered around in 
a sea of unhappiness, uncertainty and loneliness. “Brig- 



Once they called them witches and even today we say that a man has been "bewitched" when he falls under 
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itte needs love like others need food and drink,” one 
of her intimate friends says. It remains to see whether 
she will get it, and security too, from this youth who 
had practically no experience with women when he met 
her on a movie lot. 

Remember Lana Turner? After five unhappy mar- 
riages and one broken romance with a guy who refused 
to marry her, out of sheer loneliness she wound up in 
the arms of professional gigolo and petty gambler John- 
ny Stompanato — and a tragedy that will cast a shadow 
over the rest of her life. “I’ve always played the Patsy 
in every love affair,” she wailed. “Nobody ever took 
care of me.” 

It may seem to you that anyone who would prefer to 
curl up with a good book when Rita Hayworth was 
available should have his head examined. Yet that pre- 
cisely was her complaint when she divorced Orson 
Welles. The Body Beautiful testified sadly: “When it 
came time to go to bed he’d stay’ downstairs reading a 
book, and advise me to do the same!” How intellectual 
can you get? 

Strangely enough, glamorous Ava Gardner cited the 
same complaint when she shed Artie Shaw. “Artie 
didn’t love me,” she testified. “All he cared about was 
books. I’d go to bed alone, while he sat reading!” 

Maybe sex is only 50 percent of a good marriage, but 
it’s at least 90 percent of an unhappy one. 

Don’t get the idea that it’s only the American male 
who shies away from a permanent relationship with 
sexy females, or that this curious aberration is confined 
to the modern era. Some of the most famous sirens of 
history learned, to their sorrow, that a well-stacked 


torso couldn’t compete with homelier virtues. 

Way back in ancient Greece any woman who empha- 
sized sex appeal was considered immodest and wanton. 
Sex was the oldest profession, and the poet Antiphanes 
wrote: “A courtesan is a calamity to the man who keeps 
her.” Another writer, Anaxiles, warned that “not one of 
the wild beasts is more devastating than a harlot.” 

The Egyptians were more tolerant. Cleopatra was only 
21 when she seduced Julius Caesar. According to author- 
ities on the period she was a hot-blooded, highly sexed 
voluptuary. Evidently the 50-year-old Roman found her 
too much of a good thing for he abandoned her for 
Servilia, a sedate matron of a noble Roman family. 

The nymph of the Nile was well past her prime when 
Mark Antony appeared on the scene, but she still exuded 
enough oomph to inspire in him what tradition has 
portrayed as “the grand passion.” Still it wasn’t pas- 
sionate enough to keep him from marrying Octavia, 
sister of his co-ruler of Rome, Octavian. 

Lecherous Louis XIV exercised his kingly prerogative 
by bedding down impartially with chamber maids, peas- 
ant girls and ladies of noble birth. At least two of his 
mistresses were noted for their sexual proclivities: 
Louise de la Valliere and Mme. de Montespan. However 
he finally abandoned all others for Mme. de Maintenon, 
three years older than himself and completely indiffer- 
ent to sex. 

Indeed a contemporary source states: “Despite the 
affection she bore for Louis XIV, she submitted to the 
conjugal duties only with regret and her spiritual di- 
rector had to exhort her to conquer her repulsion on 
these painful occasions.” In spite of Cont. an next page 



ARE MEN AFRAID OF SEXY WOMEN? 


her lack of sexuality she remained 
his mistress for 32 years, and he 
secretly married her when the 
Queen died. 

In Puritan New England sex was 
considered a sin, and sexually at- 
tractive women creatures of the 
Devil. Even the most fanatic of the 
witch-burners of the time was not 
however, immune to temptations of 
the flesh. In 1703, shortly after his 
wife died, Cotton Mather was vis- 
ited by a handsome young gentle- 
woman of 20 summers (according 
to his diary) “with her most im- 
portunate requests that I would 
make her mine. What snares may be 
laying for me, I know not.” 

He wrestled with the Devil, beg- 
ged the girl to leave off “lest the 
strain of it kill me.” To escape her 
wiles, the old witch-burner finally 
married a modest young widow who 
lived but two houses away, and thus 
saved his soul from eternal damna- 
tion. 

In fact in Cotton Mather’s day any 
seductive female was likely to be 
burned as a witch, especially if de- 
nounced by jealous neighbors. Under 
torture she was forced to admit 
having had relations with the Devil 
in lurid detail. One of the tests of 
witchcraft was to shave all the hair 
off their bodies and prick them with 
a needle — especially in the areas of 
the sex organs — in order to find “in- 
sensitive” places where Satan had 
put his mark on them. 

Benjamin Franklin, half a cen- 
tury later, was far from allergic to 
sexually attractive women. Never- 


theless he advised young men not to 
marry them. “You cannot pluck 
roses without fear of thorns, nor 
enjoy a fair wife without danger of 
horns,” he warned. In his mildly 
scandalous “Letter to a Young Man 
on the Choice of a Mistress” he urg- 
ed that an older woman be preferred 
because “she will be prudent, wise, 
infertile and grateful!” 

Horace Walpole, an English gen- 
tleman, Member of Parliament and 
noted literary amateur, took Frank- 
lin’s advice seriously. He selected as 
mistress the 70-year-old Marquise 
du Deffand. In her youth she had 
been a famous beauty, mistress of 
the Due d’Orleans (Regent of 
France) and numerous other men of 
importance and high rank. But by 
the time Walpole met her she was a 
tiny, withered, bird-like wisp of a 
woman, her once translucent skin 
dry and pale, her clear blue eyes 
totally blind for 20-odd years! No 
sexpot she! 

In Victorian days decent women 
were sexless. If one occasionally did 
feel those “vile stirrings,” it was 
considered shameful and degrading 
to yield to them. In fact an English 
marriage manual published in 1839 
warned ladies that “an excessive ar- 
dor of desire” of “passion strongly 
excited” would cause female steril- 
ity! “It is well known that complai- 
sance, tranquility, silence and secrecy 
are necessary for prolific coition.” 

The author, a Dr. Michael Ryan, 
didn’t bother to explain how come 
all the illegitimate kiddies in his 
country. 



Thus throughout the ages in every 
civilized nation in the world men 
were taught to fear, distrust and 
avoid like the plague seductive fe- 
males. It was only with the dawn 
of the 20th century, and the sexual 
revolution heralded by Sigmund 
Freud, that the paramount impor- 
tance of the subconscious sex drive 
in both men and women was recog- 
nized. Even today many people 
regard his teachings that everyone 
has an unconscious — a sort of psy- 
chic closet stuffed with the skeletons 
of infantile, homosexual, incestuous 
and perverse desires — as vile and 
indecent. As late as 1910 he and his 
disciples were regularly castigated 
af medical meetings and psycho- 
analysis was regularly denounced. 

In the late 1920s the revolution 
reached Hollywood, sex became a 
box-office commodity, the sexpot a 
star. However the male fear of sexy 
women, and the reluctance to accept 
them as marital partners in this 
country, persists. Psychologists be- 
lieve that this is based on one or 
more of the following factors: 

1 — The latent feeling that sex 
except for the purpose of 
procreation is a sin, therefore 
sexy women are immoral ; 

2 — Dread that such women use 
sex as a weapon to dominate 
their husbands, and thus 
“wear the pants” in the fam- 

iy; 

3 — Jealousy, the conviction that 
the husband of such a woman 
somehow is “sharing the 
wealth” with other men; 

4 — Fear that a sensual female 
will rapidly exhaust her law- 
ful mate, seek satisfaction or 
revenge by cuckolding him 
with other men; 

5 — Conversely, the rumor that 
sexy-looking women actually 
are frigid. 

Most agree that it will take a long 
time before men in the United States 
will accept the fact that sexy-look- 
ing females are not much different 
from other women, have the same 
desires and instincts, only more so. 
Meanwhile, the average fellow will 
continue to shy away from those 
sexy sirens. • 


DOLLARS AND SCENTS 

( Continued from, page 50) 


perhaps even looking the model up 
in one or two of the rating services. 
But, whether you know it or not, 
you are likely to buy the auto which 
has the newest smell! 

Why? Because a new car has the 
association of quality. And a “new 
car smell” is associated with a new 
car. 

The problem is, though, that used 
cars rarely have that factory -fresh 
odor that will send a man flipping. 
What can the used-car man do about 
it? Buy some new car scent and 
spray it inside the old jalopy. This 
will glamorize the bus, and if the 
dealer follows through by shining it 
up and taking out the rust patches, 
he will have his sale almost before 
he knows what’s happening! 

But can you buy a can of new car 
scent? Yes, you certainly can — and 
just about any other odor which you 
can think of. 

Artificial odors are the products 
of a very small and specialized in- 
dustry. In the United States, for ex- 
ample, there are only about eight 
outfits which make up all commer- 
cial scents, including those used as 
sales gimmicks and those used in 
perfumes, after-shave lotions and 
hair-tonics. 


The odor producing companies 
guard their own secrets at least as 
zealously as the auto-industry does. 
Each company produces its own 
scents by its own process — the for- 
mula for which lies behind locked 
doors. This does not mean that two 
or more of these outfits can’t come 
up with the same smell, or at least 
a similar one. But when they do, 
they do so on their own. 

The companies are not only secre- 
tive about their formulas. They try 
to stay out of the public eye as much 
as possible and never advertise their 
product generally. There are at least 
a couple of reasons for this. In the 
first place, the people who use odor 
to help sell their products are not 
particularly anxious to have the 
public know what they are doing. 
That new car scent gimmick, for 
instance, loses much of its effective- 
ness once you realize what it is. The 
whole idea of subliminal selling de- 
pends on the fact that the customer 
isn’t aware that he’s being sold. 

How do the odor companies go 
about producing artificial scents? 
The process is a complicated one, 
but despite the wall of secrecy, it is 
possible. 

Let’s say that an odor firm wants 


to duplicate the scent of leather. 
This was actually done, incidentally, 
and the resultant scent is used in 
a number of ways. Plastic which is 
designed to look and feel like leather 
sells better when impregnated with 
the leather scent. Also, the same 
odor has even been sprayed on 
paper-back books in order to give 
the whiff of “quality.” 

But to get back to the way it is 
made: 

The first step is to get a hold of 
some natural leather and scientifi- 
cally extract every bit of odor it 
contains. The leather is twisted, tor- 
tured, acted upon with chemicals 
until all the odor is taken from it. 
And since different types of leather 
have different scents, the process is 
repeated again and again. 

When the odor scientists are fin- 
ished, they have a lot of shapeless, 
odorless hunks of leather. But they 
also have a collection of every con- 
ceivable leather scent: Wet leather, 
dry leather, good leather, bad leather, 
bitter smelling leather and sweet 
smelling leather. Furthermore, they 
have these broken down into their 
various components. 

This huge collection of individual 
odors is then analyzed by organic 
chemists. Once they know what the 
different formulas consist of, the lab 
boys proceed to synthesize them as 
accurately as possible. Then they 
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blend the different odors back to- 
gether again until they have what 
they hope is a rough approximation 
of leather smell. 

The next step brings in the artist 
of the odor business — the perfumer. 
The perfumer is a very rare bird. 
Indeed, it is his rarity which limits 
the odor business to so few com- 
panies! 

A perfumer can not only tell at 
a sniff whether a scent is accurate 
or not, but exactly what is needed 
to give it accuracy. His nose is one 
of the most highly sensitive instru- 
ments in existence, and his job is 
one of the most exacting, highest 
paid and least known specialties 
there is. Most perfumers are born 
into the job and are trained by their 
fathers for it from early childhood. 

It is the perfumer who has the 
final say on what the scientist pro- 
duces. 

One example of how a pretty fra- 
grance can rock the female mind 
concerns a certain brand of nylon 
stocking which was starting to lay 
a horrible egg. Then some bright boy 
at the manufacturer’s got the idea 
of sending an S.O.S. to the odor 
makers. The stockings were sprayed 
with what must have been an irre- 
sistible fragrance, for the stockings 
quickly became best sellers. 


Odors have even been injected 
into printers ink. In an advertise- 
ment for strawberry jam, for ex- 
ample, a slight whiff of strawberry 
scent may float up from the page. 
The old cliche, “It looks so real I 
can almost smell it,” may be the 
literal truth! 

The first profession to attract cli- 
ents by means of scents was the 
world’s oldest. The girls literally 
flung on the perfume so that any 
man within several hundred yards 
would be guided their way by his 
nose. 

Now-a-days, though, the ladies of 
the evening must take a back seat 
to the bakers, used car dealers, de- 
partment stores and all the other 
merchants who want to smell 
brighter than life. 

It would be only fitting if the 
ladies took revenge by going their 
rivals for the dollar one better. Per- 
haps they could make their houses 
smell like old-fashioned, Victorian 
parlors so that the customers would 
feel the nice, homey atmosphere and 
not be stricken by attacks of con- 
science. 

I don’t think this has been tried, 
yet. But if the girls went to the odor 
makers with the idea, don’t bet that 
they couldn’t come through! # # # 


VERY PRIVATE TUSSLE 

( Continued from page 36) 


But, instead, it seemed as if her 
subconscious was taking her over. 
All week, her unguarded thoughts 
had been terribly explicit. And 
the boldness of her dreams was 
enough to make her seriously con- 
sider going back into training 
analysis. 

Of course, there was another 
choice: One that she would cer- 
tainly advise a man in her unhappy 
state. Take a lover. 

But who? The only men she knew 
were fellow analysts. And they were 
the type who would stop whatever 
it was they were doing in order to 
ask why they were doing it. No, 
two psychoanalysts couldn’t possibly 
have an affair. There was something 
positively indecent about it. Almost 
as indecent as that lady wrestler . . . 

It was at that point in her 
thoughts that Rick Andrews appear- 
ed for his second appointment. 

He walked in looking definitely 
unhappy. His left arm was in a 
sling, he was limping and his right 
eye was slightly discolored. 

“My God,” Betty said, “what hap- 
pened? Don’t tell me the Killer . . .” 

“No, it wasn’t the Killer,” said 
Rick, scowling. “He backed down 
just as soon as I told him what you 
said.” 


“Then, who or what 
“Minerva. I made one pass. Just 
one lousy little pass and she . . 

Betty held up her hand. “Spare 
me the details,” she • said. “The re- 
sults are unpleasant enough.” 

“Yes, aren’t they.” His tone was 
bitter. “I thought you said that a 
woman wanted a man to be persist- 
ent. Even a lady wrestler, you said.” 
“I know I did. And your male ego 
is wounded. I’m sorry . . .” 

“My ego! I wish it were only my 
ego that was wounded. I think that 
girl could take the Killer the way 
she bounced me around from wall to 
wall.” 

“Hush,” said the doctor. “I’m 
thinking.” 

All right, she admitted to herself, 
she goofed. Not only did she manage 
to get Rick beat up, but he was 
humiliated, as well. He would prob- 
ably never trust his masculinity 
again. You couldn’t underestimate 
the effect of these things: Her sug- 
gestion might well have started a 
life-long neurosis. 

She had to do something about 
that. Then, she got her idea. Why 
not help her patient and help her- 
self at the same time? 

“You must understand that this is 
Minerva’s problem,’ 1 she said care- 


fully. 

“Huh? I don’t like to argue with 
you, Doc. But judging from the 
shape she left me in. I’d say I was 
the one with problems.” 

“No, no,” Betty said, impatiently. 
“I mean psychological problem. 
Minerva obviously has a deep-seat- 
ed fear and hatred of men which 
was probably what drove her to 
such an unfeminine pursuit as 
wrestling in the first place. Her 
reaction wasn’t directed against you, 
but against the male sex in general.” 
"You really think so?" 

“I’m sure of it,” Betty said, taking 
off her glasses. “After all I’m a 
trained psychologist. Now, a real 
woman would have wanted you to 
go after her.” 

“But, Doc . . 

“I wish you’d stop calling me 
‘Doc,’ ” the girl said, starting to 
unbutton her blouse. 

“Dr. Raddington . . 

"Betty will do,” she said, slipping 
the blouse off, entirely. “As I was 
saying, a real woman wants a man 
to be somewhat aggressive.” 

Rick watched bug-eyed as she 
took off her brassiere. “You’re a real 
woman, all right. I don’t know why 
you wear that thing, anyway. They 
just stand right up there and point!” 
“Come here and stop wasting 
words,” she said, huskily. 

“Be careful of my arm.” 

“Honey, I wouldn’t hurt you for 
the world. The only wrestling I 
know about can be done right on 
my own couch.” 

Later, after Rick had demon- 
strated his masculinity to Betty’s 
complete satisfaction, she pushed 
him out the door so that she could 
fix herself up in time to greet Miss 
Arbuckle. 

She had to admit that she felt 
healthier than she’d felt in several 
years. She wasn’t entirely sure 
whether it was ethical to have used 
Rick Andrews for her own purpose, 
even though she was certain that it 
did him at least as much good as it 
did her. However, she couldn’t be 
bothered about that, now. 

In the meantime, Rick Andrews 
was in a telephone booth at a near- 
by drugstore. “Wes,” he said into 
the mouthpiece. “That’s what I said. 
You owe me $100.” 

He grinned at the surprised voice 
at the other end of the line. 
“It was easy,” he said. “I made up 
some tale about a girl wrestler and 
asked her advice. Hell, she almost 
threw herself at me. You would 
have thought she was grateful to me 
instead of the other way around. 

“Listen, you want a chance to get 
your money back? I’ll bet you 
double or nothing that I can make 
it with that girl dentist within two 
weeks!” # # # 



tit, of Sex. 


PICTORIALLY 
REVEALED 
IN THIS NEW BOOK 

Here is an unusual book. It's a 
story of two lovers who do things some people might 
not approve but who find happiness anyway. 

The whole cycle is described and 
shown in brand new pictures and words so bold. 
Here is a chance for a new kind of reading and 
looking pleasure. All we say is try it — you either 
fully agree that it is a real satisfying experience or 

we refund your money. TRY 10 DAYS... 

1^" BOND BOOK CO., Dept. SC 332 1 

4) W«t tin Street, N.« Yerk 23, N. Y. 


O I enclose SI. 98. BOND pays postage. After 
examining for 10 days I may return my selection 
and get a full refund of purchase price. 


GIRLS 'TARE' 
TO YOU 




They seek you out, they come tearing down 
your doors, they won’t let you go! They are 
yours, YOURS ALONE. In these confidential 
books you’ll find ancient love magic and mod- 
ern techniques . . . Don Juan and the Man- 
About-Town . . . And ways to make the male 
personality more potent and irresistible! 

It’s a double secret — Intimate Romance and 
social strategy. That’s why YOURS ALONE 
offers in 2 complete books an Art of Love and a 
Way of the World. Single, engaged or married, 
you’ll be thrilled with your new power. It’s so 
easy when you know how! Only $2. Money-back 
guarantee. 

[""piAZA BOOK CO.. Dopi. DT’822 
I 109 Brood St.. New York 4, N. Y. 

| Send YOURS ALONE in plain wrapper. If nol de- | 

■ lighted, I may return it in 10 days for refund. 

■ □ I enclose $2. You poy all pottage. 

| O Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $2 plus postal | 
charges. 


| City 7one State 

■ Canada & Foreign— $2. SO with order 





.ill ONLY. . Complete celiloi 
etiee Equipment 

POLICE EQUIPMENT CO. Dept. 1371 
5880 Hollywood Blvd , Hollywood 28. Calif. 


/•■•A YOlGtR FACE 


social life Why not yours? For 
you CAN look younger despite I 
wear and tear. Despite age 
which shows under the eyes, 
around the mouth, and in 
I r slack, sagging facial contours 
W/ J Plastic surgery used to be the I 
k — * only remedy Now. thanks to 
science, it is possible to "up- 
life" facial contours all day 
or all evening. New wonder- 
working SEVENTH VEIL tightens the skin, banish- | 
tng lines that would ordinarily show. Drooping I 
jaw-line under-eye puffmess and wrinkles dis- 
appear before your eyes. Takes seconds to apply 
Worn day or night, gives a dependable, invisible 
"uplift." (So truly invisible, women swear by it!) 
Keeps your face firm and young. 

But SEEING is BELIEVING Try SEVENTH VEIL 
and SEE the exciting change. You must look 
younger or pay nothing! Three months' supply, 

$3. SPECIAL, limited-time offer. 2 bottles. $5. 
Every order confidential, shipped in plain 
wrapper. Send payment and save postage, or 
COD. Results guaranteed. 

PLAZA PRODUCTS, Dept. S-502 ! 

109 Broad St„ New York 4 , N. Y, 


MEN ONLY! 


We have the most unusual Items 
and novelties for men ever offered. 
Sample assortments, only $2.00. 
Catalog only 25c, refunded on first 
order. 

ARTCO MFG. CO., Dept 1371 
5880 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 


MAN & WIFE TEAM 


If you have a camera, you can earn the 
kind of money you have always dreamed 
of. Complete Literature $1.00. 


ARTEK, Dept. 1371 

862 NO. FAIRFAX, • HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 


63 



FREE Ca talog 

of REVEALING- 
Feminine RVSHIONS 

• Luscious lovelies in luxurious 
(ook-through lingerie. Dozens of 
intimate, daring, eye - opening 
styles to delight the darling of 
your choice. Send only 25c in coin 
to pay for postage handling. 




480 Lexington Avenue 
New York 17, N. Y. Dept. 





She'll tell you how to 
moke o hit with your girl 
by choosing her gilts 
from Frederick's fashion 
catalog. Send 25c for 
picture packed catalog 
Daxiling pictures of new 
Hollywood styles, lingerie 
gifts, etc. (Pictures alone 
are worth the price!) 


/Ask for BETTY] 



DEPT.<V**l 

6608 HOLLYWOOD BLVD. 
HOLLYWOOD 28. 
CALIFORNIA ^1962 


£yrticiN6§ tl tCTio* 


We have secured a fabulous selectioi 
of HARD-TO-FIND novels, art albums, 
books on love. etc. This unique /[ 
assortment is available to red- 
blooded adults who want to love, live 
and laugh. Send today for ILLUSTRATED 
PICTORIAL CATALOG. Enclose 25c for handling. 

RARE ASSOC, dept 1371 

5860 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood. California 



ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS 

The kind YOU will enjoy. Each one of these 
booklets is size 3x4V£ and is ILLUSTRATED 
with 8 paqe cartoon ILLUSTRATIONS of COMIC 
CHARACTERS and is full of fun and en- 
tertainment. 20 of these booklets ALL DIF- 
FERENT sent prepaid in plain envelope upon 
receipt of $1.00. No checks or C.O.D. orders 
accepted. 

TREASURE NOVELTY CO. Dept 51 E 

II) Knickerbocker Station New York 2, N. Y. 

64 


REVENGE IS OH-SO SWEET 

(Continued from page 44) 


particularly vengeful are consumers, 
which therefore includes all of us. If 
you’ve ever gotten home from the 
delicatessen to find the eggs crum- 
pled soggily between the beer and 
the rye bread, you can understand 
the seething passions that drive cus- 
tomers to seek redress. 

Probably the strongest argument 
against revenging oneself against 
another is that it sometimes back- 
fires. A Georgia farmer, bugged be- 
yond words at the number of water- 
melons being swiped from his field, 
hit upon an ingenious solution. He 
put a sign out that read: ONE 
WATERMELON IN THIS PATCH 
HAS BEEN POISONED. Since the 
thief wouldn’t know which one, rea- 
soned the farmer, he dared not risk 
taking any. 

But it was the farmer that got 
slapped on the rebound. For the 
next morning the sign had been 
changed to read: TWO WATER- 
MELONS IN THIS PATCH HAVE 
BEEN POISONED. 

A lady who had just moved into 


a new neighborhood also got put in 
her place by being too vindictive, 
too soon. Annoyed by the barking of 
a dog in wee hours of the morning, 
she picked up the phone and dialed 
the number of the house next door. 
“Yes?” said a sleepy male voice. 

“Your dog is barking,” snapped 
the woman angrily. “I can’t sleep.” 

There was a silence for a moment. 
“I see,” said the man slowly. “I’m 
terribly sorry. Please accept my 
apologies.” 

The woman, satisfied, went to 
sleep, despite the fact that the dog 
continued yelping off and on. An 
hour later she was awakened by the 
telephone. “Yes?” she answered 
sleepily. 

“Hello,” said the same male voice. 
“It’s me, your next door neighbor.” 

“What is it?” said the woman, 
thoroughly annoyed. 

“I don’t have a dog,” said the man 
amiably. And with exquisite soft- 
ness, he replaced the receiver on its 
hook. # # # 


TIME OUT FOR TITTERS 

(Continued from page 28) 


For the players who’ve got brains 
as well as brawn, one of the main 
duties of the coach is to fire them 
with fight via a rousing pep talk. 
Most famous along these lines was 
the great Knute Rockne, who used 
everything from a foghorn voice to 
underhanded psychology in order to 
put the spirit of battle in his boys. 

During the half time break in a 
1924 game with Georgia Tech, 
Rockne gathered the boys in the 
locker room and read them a tele- 
gram from his son Billy, seriously ill 
in a South Bend, Indiana hospital. 
“Please, boys,” the telegram read. 
“Win this game for me. If you can 
win, then I know I can.” Rockne 
swallowed a lump in his throat and 
quietly walked out. 

The Notre Dame team was like a 
cruel and precise fighting machine 
during the second half. The boys 
romped all over Georgia Tech, for 
each one knew he was fighting for 
Rockne’s boy. What they didn’t 
know, was that Rockne’s boy was in 
the stands, perfectly healthy, chomp- 
ing on a hot dog. 

Another bit of Rockne psychology 
was put to use the following year 
when Notre Dame was trailing 
Northwestern 10 - 0 at the half. All 
during half time the players waited 
in the locker room for the expected 
harangue from Rockne. But Rockne 
didn’t show. Finally, just before it 
was time to go out on the field again, 
Rockne popped his head in the door, 
then quickly withdrew it. “Oh, ex- 
cuse me,” he said apologetically. “I 


thought this was the dressing room 
of the Fighting Irish.” 

The final score was Notre Dame 
13, Northwestern 10. 

For all its roughness, though, foot- 
ball is a tremendously popular sport, 
and its popularity is growing like 
India’s population. Evidence of this 
has been popping up in varied and 
subtle ways. For example, when 
President George L. Cross of the 
University of Oklahoma asked his 
state legislature for more money, he 
explained: “We are trying to de- 
velop a University that the football 
team can be proud of.” And when a 
California grade school teacher 
asked her class to name the eleven 
greatest Americans, one student’s 
explanation for not having finished 
with the rest of the class was: “I 
can’t decide on the quarterback.” 

The greatest tribute, however, 
ever given to the phenomena of foot- 
ball, was unconsciously offered by a 
little boy who had just seen his first 
football game and was still incensed 
with the roaring crowds, the smell 
of hot dogs and peanuts, the hoarse 
hawking of the ice cream vendors, 
and the spirited cavorting of the 
cheerleaders. 

That night when his mother peeked 
into his bedroom, she saw him 
piously on his knees saying his 
prayers. He was swinging his arms 
vigorously back and forth, and 
chanting: “God bless Daddy, God 
bless Mommy, God bless Sister — 
Rah, Rah, Rah!!!” # # # 
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SUCCESS STORY 

( Continued from, page 41) 
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“A Fund. But certainly!” A foun- 
dation. How marvelous. Foundations 
need full time counsel. “What kind 
of foundation, Senora?” 

“Very few of the girls around here 
ever get any education. I plan to see 
that they do,” she explained. “I 
don’t think I’ve enough money to 
build and maintain a school, but I 
feel what I have is sufficient to edu- 
cate a great many girls who other- 
wise would remain illiterate.” 

“A most worthwhile endeavor,” I 
said with as much sincerity as I 
could muster. “You are indeed the 
personification of the true Christian 
spirit.” But to myself I wondered 
why such an aristocratic woman 
gave a hang for the poor peonas of 
Casas Grandes. 

Then it happened. 

I have thus far told you I was an 
impecunious lawyer. There is a rea- 
son for my being thus. In order to 
understand my actions, it is neces- 
sary to tell you something of my 
nature. 

I am a compulsive amorist. 

There are strange, piquant juices 
boiling within me. Whenever I am 
confronted by a beautiful woman — a 
delicious woman — I lose complete 
control of my propriety. Cierto, it 
has resulted in the loss of many a 
client like the time Sanchez came in 
with his daughter-in-law — what a 
plump avocado she was — but that is 
another tale. 

All the time I was talking to Se- 
nora La Mentira I began to feel the 
first bubbling of my juices. You 
know the old saying that an old 
piano plays the sweetest tune and 
as I’ve said, she was indeed deserv- 
ing of the adjective deliciosa. Just 
as I was telling her about her true 
Christian nature I leaped from my 
chair, threw my arms around her, 
kissed her passionately on the lips 
— and, if I didn’t at once see that 
lovely 5% fly out the window, I 
would have been more affected by 
the white hot ashes still smoldering 
in her lips — like chile verde. From 
past experience I knew that apolo- 
gies were useless, but then I was 
surprised. 

“I was just beginning to think that 
you were no more than a pompous 
young nincompoop,” she smiled 
warmly. “You are no doubt a better 
lawyer than I supposed.” She 
stopped for a moment. “Ah, it is 
some years since a young man has 
done that, but once ... ay caray, I 
could tell you some stories ” 

We proceeded to make out the will 
and set up the La Mentira Founda- 
tion for the Education of the Young 
Ladies of Casas Grandes. The Seno- 
ra’s fortune came to more than three 
million pesos — which even if trans- 


lated into dollars came to a great, 
great deal. The will was a simple 
one, and took less than an hour to 
complete. When I finished typing it, 

I handed the copies to Senora La 
Mentira. “Just sign here, Senora,” 

I said affectionately, “and you can 
rest assured that your savings will 
be put to use exactly as you’ve or- 
dered. (Minus my beautiful 5%, of 
course). 

She lit a cigarette. “Will you 
kindly sign it for me, and then I’ll 
make my mark,” she said. 

“Sign it for you? Make your 
mark?” I didn’t understand. 

“Without so much as a tinge of 
embarrassment she explained, “I 
have never learned to read and 
write, Senor.” 

And then, without my asking her, 
she told me her story. “When I was 
sixteen years old my father sent me 
from Casas Grandes to Mexico City 
to work as a stock girl in Jiminez 
Brothers Department Store,” she 
began. “I felt very proud because 
I always was an ambitious girl and 
didn’t look forward to the future 
that life cuts out for a peon’s daugh- 
ter. Both of my sisters died in child- 
birth before they were twenty. 

“I worked for the Jiminez Broth- 
ers for almost a year. I was a coun- 
try girl and shy, but I worked 
diligently unpacking boxes of mer- 
chandise. Not having any friends, I 
used to stay late in the store and 
arrange shelves, sweep up, and fold 
merchandise. I was a pretty girl, and 
apparently I caught the eye of the 
younger of the brothers who one 
evening decided to stay late and 
help me arrange shelves. I was 
lonely. He was friendly — and nature 
took its course. Two or three nights 
a week he would stay to ‘help’ me 
with my work. In his way, the 
younger Jiminez was generous and 
one night he offered me some money. 
I was shocked and refused. He made 
another offer. Since I was such a 
conscientious employee, he would 
think about promoting me to a sales- 
girl. I was terribly excited. This was 
the start of a career. 

“The next day young Jiminez took 
me to his brother and explained that 
I was doing quite well and should 
be given a chance to be promoted — 
for more pay. The older brother said 
that he would give me a chance and 
took out a salesbook. ‘We will teach 
you how to take orders,’ he said. I 
began to cry. ‘What’s the matter,’ he 
asked. I told him that I could 
neither read nor write. ‘You can’t 
read or write,’ the older brother said 
with dry surprise. ‘Well then, you 
can’t possibly be a salesgirl, and 
since we always advance through 
the ranks, and since now you can’t 



possibly be advanced, I’m afraid you 
must leave our employ. You’ve done 
a good job, and if you should ever 
learn to read or write . . 

‘What I didn’t realize at the time 
was that this was the older Jiminez’ 
way of ridding himself of his broth- 
er’s mistresses. To make matters 
worse. I discovered that I was preg- 
nant, but had too much pride to re- 
turn home — or to see Jiminez. I 
learned of an abortionist — a miser- 
able wretch she was — who turned 
out to be a recruiter for El Gato 
Negro.” 

My lawyer’s blood turned cold. 
El Gato Negro was the most no- 
torious brothel in Mexico. I looked 
at Senora La Mentira in disbelief. 

“I wasn’t recruited, young man,” 
she continued. “I enlisted. I didn’t 
know what else to do and for two 
long years I lived that hardening 
life. Some girls like it. I didn’t have 
it for sailors off of freighters and 
fat American tourists. But I was 
pretty and popular nonetheless and 
unlike the other girls, I saved my 
money. 

“I didn’t buy fancy clothes or li- 
quor and although I admit I had a 
sweetheart or two, they didn’t get 
a cent from me. I opened an account 
in a bank and my savings began to 
grow. The other girls learned of my 
‘wealth’ and were forever borrow- 
ing. I must say that there is honor 
of sorts among that sorority, and 
the money was always returned. 
And then, I thought of a way to get 
out of El Gato Negro. I would lend 
money at interest. Four pesos for 
five in return. Since I have what I 
think is called total recall, reading 
and writing wasn’t a necessity. With- 
in a year my savings were large 
enough and with the help of the 
madame of El Gato Negro, I started 
my business. I’ve been lending 
money to putas in Mexico City for 
many years now. 

“Why did you deposit your money 
here?” 

“Besides the fact that it’s my 
home, I know the nature of the 
people. Nobody would ask ques- 
tions. And another thing, when I 
first came here I asked Gomez to 
fill out my deposit slip and he’s 
done it ever since— he’s a caballero 
helping a fine lady from getting ink i 
on her hands.” 

“A most amazing story,” I said, 
adding “Senora” very distinctly, 
even though I now knew it was an 
honorary epithet. “Just amazing— I 
and even more so because you’ve 
never learned to read or write." 
“Why is that, seiior?” 

"Well, you’ve amassed millions of 
pesos,” I almost cried at the thought 
of so much money. “Think of what 
you’d be now if you were educated.” 

“I know what I’d be,” she an- j 
swered coldly. “A saleslady at 
Jiminez Brothers.” # # # ! 


ypu Cm Influence Others 
With Your Thinking! 


T RY it some time. Concentrate 
intently upon another person 
seated in a room with you, without 
his noticing it. Observe him gradu- 
ally become restless and finally 
turn and look in your direction. 
Simple — yet it is a positive dem- 
onstration that thought generates 
a mental energy which can be pro- 
jected from your mind to the 
consciousness of another. Do you 
realize how much of your success 
and happiness in life depends upon 
your influencing others? Is it not 
important to you to have others 
understand your point of view — to 
be receptive to your proposals? 

Demonstrable Facts 

How many times have you wished 
there were some way you could im- 
press another favorably— gef across 
to him or her your ideas? That 
thoughts can be transmitted, re- 
ceived and understood by others 
is now scientifically demonstrable. 
The tales of miraculous accomplish- 
ments of mind by the ancients are 
now known to be fact - not fable. 
The method whereby these things 
can be intentionally , not accidental- 
ly, accomplished has been a secret 
long cherished by the Rosicrucians 
— one of the schools of ancient wis- 
dom existing throughout the world. 
To thousands everywhere, for cen- 
turies, the Rosicrucians have pri- 


vately taught this nearly-lost art 
of the practical use of mind power. 

This FREE Book Points 
Out the Way 

The Rosicrucians (not a religious 
organization) invite you to explore 
the powers of your mind. Their 
sensible, simple suggestions have 
caused intelligent men and women 
to soar to new heights of accom- 
plishment. They will show you how 
to use your natural forces and tal- 
ents to do things you now think are 
beyond your ability. Send today 
for your free copy of the fascinating 
book, “The Mastery of Life” which 
explains how you may receive this 
unique wisdom and benefit by its 
application to your daily affairs. 
Use the coupon below or simply 
write: Scribe m.s.b. 

The Rosicrucians 

(AMORC) 

SAN JOSE CALIFORNIA 


Scribe M S.B. 

The Rosicrucians, AMORC 
Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, Calif 
Kindly send me a free copy of 
the book, “The Mastery of Life.” 
I am interested in learning how I 
may receive instructions about the 
full use of my natural powers. 

Name 

Address 
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HOW NOT TO BE A VEGETABLE 

( Continued from page 12) 



CLEOPATRAS 

PLAYSUIT 


1 lj 9 8 pp d 

oniy tJL 

ONE SIZE FITS ALL 
in the new shift style 

THE PFSFFCT GIFT EOS YOU« FEMME 
FATALE. Styled in authentic Egyptian col- 
ors and designed on saharon cotton fab- 
ric. It's a wonderful conversation piece 
when worn at informal parties, at costume 
parties, as an "ice-breaker" and os a full 
apron. And it makes a unique gift or a 
gag for the woman who has everything! 

. H the favorite girl thinks she's a VAMP, 
get her one of these and let her play the 
part. 

V BACHELOR* MAGAZINE 

509 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 17, N.Y. 
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Next thing you’ll be tellin bout old 
Archibald Bean who consorted with 
that aboriginal gal or Rickie Bean 
who went to New Guinea to be a 
white god among the natives. He 
did it, too — cept they shrunk his 
bloomin’ head and I’ve got a picture 
of it to prove it, and maybe I’ll send 
it to you for safe keepin’ in the 
states. Now, I’ve never met cousin 
Bean who diddled the ostrich — 
though for the life of me I can’t 
understand what he ever saw in the 
bloomin’ beasts. 

If you should ever decide, Good 
Lord Hope you do, to leave the 
wicked wild life on the stage and 
want to do somethin honest, there’s 
a pretty penny to be made here 
shearin’ sheep. Ostriches, indeed. 

Sincerely, 

Laertes Bean. 

P.S. I’ve looked through all the back 
issues of the Sydney Herald-Aus- 
tralian I can find, but could find no 
trace of the case. Must be Uncle 
Harold Bean (the politico) kept it 
out of the papers, lucky thing. What 
did cousin Bean do? Did they make 
him marry the bird? 

When Merrill, Lynch, Pearce, Fen- 
ner, and Bean changed its name to 
Merrill, Lynch, Pearce, Fenner, and 
Smith, I received a note from a 
woman who said that she felt more 
secure in investing now that I had 
left the firm, and that she couldn’t 
figure how the firm hired a com- 
edian in the first place. 

Originally, I was billed as Orson 
Bean, Harvard ’48, Yale 0. Many of 
my routines dealt with Harvard’s 
effeteness on the football field, 
“Here comes the Harvard Eleven in 
their Tweed uniforms,” and that sort 
of thing. 

Now, I’ll make an admission. Rec- 
ords in the county clerk’s office in 
Cambridge show that Dallas Bur- 
roughs was born there 35 odd years 
ago. He grew up in Cambridge — 
but, and this is the first time it’s in 
print, I never went to Harvard. In 
fact, I never even went to college. 
Not that I’m against college educa- 
tion, mind you — I wanted to be a 
magician. 

But nobody believes me. Some- 
how, my name has gotten on to the 
Harvard rolls, and I’m always being 
called upon to speak at class re- 
unions, and I’m always bumping 
into people who knew me at Har- 
vard. Especially one man named 
Rowell, I’ll call him Roger Grizbek. 

Grizbek must know a helluva lot 
of people — but not me. Everywhere 
I go, I get calls. “Mr. Bean, I’m a 
friend of Roger Grizbek’s — he knew 
you at Harvard. Said you’d be glad 
to give me tickets to your show.” 

Or, “Roger Grizbek said if I’m 


ever in trouble and needed a few 
bucks, just look up Orson Bean and 
mention my name.” 

You can imagine how I felt about 
Grizbek, yet I could never locate 
him. Then, came the day when I 
was in a hotel lobby and heard a 
bellhop paging Roger Grizbek. I fol- 
lowed the bellhop to a portly fellow, 
just about 20 years older than I am. 
I approached him. He was with 
friends, no doubt telling them about 
his great friendship with me. He 
saw me, and without so much as a 
blink, said, “Orson, buddy,” and ran 
up and embraced me. “This is my 
old Harvard chum, Orson Bean,” he 
said, introducing me to the group. 
“Boy did we have laughs.” — and 
then, whispering in my ear, said, 
“Don’t give me away, will you chum. 
You wouldn’t believe this, but I 
never went to Harvard,” then, grab- 
bing me said, “Orson, let’s leave 
these guys and get zonked?” 

“Zonked?” I asked. 

“Sure,” he said. “Like the old 
times. What are you? A man or a 
vegetable?” 

Sometimes, I’m not sure. 

Sometimes, it becomes so impos- 
sible, that I decided to take a trip 
to Europe — where I’m not particu- 
larly well known. I went to Greece. 

As soon as I got off the plane, the 
customs checker read my name and 
saw “Bean.” Instead he said, Orson 
Dhreshbi. 

Dhreshbi. Delightful. Here at 
least, people wouldn’t think I’m a 
vegetable. Orson Dhreshbi. Private 
American citizen. I decided to use 
the name in checking into a hotel in 
Athens. 

The room clerk looked at me. 
“Dhreshbi?” he asked. 

“Dhreshbi,” I answered. “Orson 
Dhreshbi, from Boston.” 

He began to laugh. “That’s very 
funny, sir,” he giggled, “You’ll have 
to excuse me. I used to live in Bos- 
ton,” he laughed. “A Boston Dhresh- 
bi. Ho Ho.” 

“Ho, ho, indeed,” I said. “What are 
you laughing about?” 

“Well, sir — do you know anything 
about the word ‘dhreshbi’?” 

“No.” 

“Do you know what it means?” 

“No?” 

“It means bean.” 

Well, that did it, I guess I’m stuck 
with it — Orson, the boston Baked 
Bean. 

But I guess it’s not too bad. In 
my mail I found a fan letter from a 
chap named Henry Banana, of 
Grants Pass, Oregon. Banana. Ha. 
Ha. Now that’s a funny name. Hell, 
I’d rather be a vegetable over a 
you-know-what anytime. # # # 
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100 ft. 8mm Movies 
$2.00 EACH 

6 for only $10.00 

□ 8 Lili St. Cyr "DANCE OF SALOME” 

□ 52 Irish McCallah "AT THE BEACH” 

□ 70 Sue Sorrel * CLEOPATRA” 

□ 72 Tanya "PIN-UP POSES” 

□ 79 Delores Del Raye "BULLFIGHT 

DANCE” 

□ 106 Dee Millo & Carol Jayne 1 SPIDER 

DANCE” 

□ 136 Betty Brosmer "SCREEN TEST” 

□ 142 Donna Jensen “MANTROUBLE” 

□ 188 Betty Howard ‘ BEAUTIFUL BLUE 

EYES" 

□ 235 Shirley vs Deanna "WRESTLING” 

□ 236 Ann Peters "CHEESECAKE” 

200 ft. 8mm Movies 
$4.00 EACH 

□ 31 Pie A La Mode ‘ CAST OF 6” 

□ 69 "UNDERWATER SPEARFISHING 

"IN YUCATAN" 

GIRLS WRESTLING 

200 FOOT 

No. 510 $6.00 

No. 511 $6.00 




Why pay $2.00 or more for 50-ft. 
ADULT movies when you can get 
the best for only $1.00 ? 


□ 1 Donna Long "ON A PICNIC" 

□ 5 Barbara Nichols "SCREEN 

TEST” 

□ 6 Anita Baxter "SCREEN TEST” 

□ 9 Nancy Finley ‘SCREEN TEST” 

□ 10 Barbara Osterman "PIN- 

UPS” 

□ 13 Rhumba Amalia “CUBAN" 

□ 19 Montel Phillips ‘ FROSTY-CAN 

CAN" 

□ 23 “FASHION PREVIEW" 

□ 29 Robin Jewel ' EXOTIC- 

OUTDOORS” 

□ 34 Lois Lorraine 1 CRIMSON 

CAPERS" 

□ 38 Patti Powers "SCREEN TEST” 

□ 39 Mae Edwards "ICELAND 

BLUES-ON SKATES" 

□ 41 Mitzi Doeree ‘ CUBAN 

RHUMBA” 

□ 42 Mitzi Doeree "V0D00 

JUNGLE DANCE” 

□ 43 Mitzie Doeree "EXOTIC 

BONGO DANCE” 

□ 48 Kathy Marlowe "SHOPS IN 

BIKINIS” 

□ 51 Man Trap “GIRL COMEDY" 

□ 54 Jerrima "BALLET STAR” 

□ 60 ‘ LINGERIE MODEL" 

□ 71 Carolyn Taylor "SCREEN 

TEST” 

□ 73 Carol Peterson "CUTE 

AIRPLANE MECHANIC" 


) Bunny Spencer ‘ SCREEN 
TEST’ 

7 Betty Howard "EXOTIC 
MOMBO" 

D Barbara Nichols ‘ LATIN 
MOMBO” 

l Sheree North 1 EXOTIC" 
DANCER" 

) Choendelle "FOLLIES STAR" 

I Choendelle ‘ AT THE ZOMBA” 
i Marcie Cruse "TEXAS LIL 
DARLIN" 

5 Margie Cruse, ' THAT GAL 
FROM DALLAS” 

7 Tempest Storm "DESERT 
DANCE" 

J Sheree North "WASTE BASKET 
BLUES” 

l Linda ‘ THE SUNBATHER" 
i Divena “UNDERWATER 
RHYTHMS” 

1 Bonnie Logan "HULA HOOPER” 
\ Lolita de Carlo ‘ MONTREAL’S 
BEST" 

5 Vicki Palmer "BACK STAGE 
WALTZ” 

I Sandra Edwards "SCREEN 
TEST” 

l I Ilona “EXOTIC SWAN 
DANCE” 

1 lllona ‘ RAINBOW FANTASY" 
l Blaze Star "POSES” 

) Blaze Star ‘ SCREEN TEST' 


RUSH COUPON TODAY 


8MM MOVIE CLUB Dept. 376 

480 LEXINGTON AVENUE 
NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 


□ Enclosed find $_ 


. in □ Cash Q Check □ Money Order 


I order the following films by number 



sassy 

STORKS 



THE QUEEN OF CAPER brings you 
old-time French favorites, long circulated by 
word of mouth. Some are true stories, frolics 
of the bigwigs, barely veiled. Some are sly, 
ingenious concoctions. Some are bold bur- 
lesque. All make bang-up, blowout entertain- 
ment, with ACTION louder than words. 

DIVERSIONS 


t* Assault and Flattery *■* Tha Ghost in Night>«s 
* The Love Powder tw The Widow and the 

- Wif. Be.tinq - Evil S '"" i!h H °'“ 

or Good The Masked Lady and 

The Stable Boy and the » h * Frenchman 

** A Slip of the Tongue 
*<> The Amorous Monkey c 

** See No Evil 

ew The Widow Who 

Wouldn't ** Th * Shadow Kiss 

Sauce for the Gander A Tasty Dish, etc. 
k* Plus 43 Breeiy Illustrations 

In THE QUEEN OF CAPER you get the 
best of the Heplameron by Margaret, Queen 
of Navarre. It’s adult reading — a sassy clas 
sic, long censored and still hard to get. Enjoy 
the untampered text, an exact translation of 
the famous French original. Enjoy the wag- 
gish, full-page pictures by a talented artist. 

GUARANTEED 

Sample these Varieties in 
Comedy 10 days free. Guar- 
anteed to "sass up” your 
night life or your money back. 



MAIL COUPON rODAV 


L 


PLAZA BOOK CO.. DIPT Q 552 

10T Brood St.. New York 4. N. Y. I 

Send THE OUEEN OF CAPER in plain wrap- | 

per. If not pleased, I may return it in 10 days . 
for refund. 

G I enclose $2.00— send postpaid. 

□ Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $2.00 plus | 
postage. 

Nome. I 

Address ■ 

City Zeae State I 

Canada and Foreign — $2.50 with order I 
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BORDERLINE CASE 

(Continued from page 9) 


went and the empty questions they 
asked, all meant to cause me to re- 
member how it was before I became 
ill. But as the shreds of memory 
came back, strung together in dis- 
order, they became a kaleidoscope 
that whirled within my mind until I 
screamed with the agony of it. 

But, no it was a dream! A sudden 
burst of daylight showed the Master 
towering above me. I reached for 
the Woman but she had vanished. 
Indeed, she had never been there, 
really. I looked up at the Master 
fearfully, expecting to be punished 
for my dream; but he only smiled 
and beckoned. I followed him out of 
the cave, and I could feel the un- 
friendliness of the desert as we 
walked across its vastness. 

But then his smile broadened and 
I knew there was nothing to fear. 

I’m okay, doctor. Yes, I’m back 
again, maybe for good, this time — 
and maybe, let’s face it, for only a 
minute or two. When I decided on 
this drying-out period I didn’t know 
what the hell I was getting into. 
Man, it’s rough. Jesus, I’ve been 
having the most god-awful dreams! 
Your poor little nurse, here, became 
a sex-ridden harpie in my dreams 
and — please forgive me, miss, but 
I’d lost control; it must have hap- 
pened with some of the others — 
and you, doc, turned into a godlike 
being who ran me ragged — kept 
interfering with me and the Wo — 
the nurse. Man, I hated your guts. 
Oh, let me apologize for yesterday 
— when I fell downstairs, I mean, 
and afterward, Miss, when I gave 
you a bad time in my room. Bet you 
thought you were about to get 


raped. Good thing the doc came 
along, or — Say, Doctor, one com- 
plaint: can’t you put a shade over 
that naked bulb in my room? It’s 
rough on the eyes. I guess the booze 
weakened my brain as well as my 
body, eh? Well, no matter how I 
act up when the D.T.’s come back, 
just remember I want to see this 
thing through. And to hell with the 
heart murmur. I mean it! If this 
little experiment does you guys any 
good — helps with future cases — fine, 
it’s the least I can do for — what did 
you call them? — my fellow suf- 
ferers. Yes — keep that tape recorder 
going, doc, get every word. Who 
knows ? — it may turn out to be my 
monument. Epitaph, I mean — Hey! I 
think I’m going, Doc — the walls are 
falling away and — oh, my God, the 
cold and the darkness and the lone- 
liness, it’s all coming back — / 

The situation has changed. Be- 
cause the Woman, her thin filmy 
robe streaming behind her, has run 
from the cave, and the Master has 
obviously decided what is to become 
of me. The friendliness has left- his 
face and now he has drawn his long 
thin sword. I try to move, to run, 
but I can only huddle here, cower- 
ing, knowing what is to happen yet 
powerless to prevent it. Now the 
Master is upon me, his one hand 
groping for me, the other ready to 
thrust with the sword. 

It comes — and now I can feel the 
sharp agony of the blade. This time 
the Master does not miss — as he did 
before when he only struck my arm. 
No, this time the pain is in my chest 
through and through, and I know 
that this is the end ... # # # 


GIRL IN CHANEL No. 5 

( Continued from page 54) 


meal and Laura beaming with satis- 
faction as she watched him. “That,” 
he said when they went back to the 
livingroom for coffee and cigarettes, 
“was a damn good meal.” 

“I like to cook,” Laura told him 
earnestly. 

“Yeah,” Joe said. “You’ll make 
some man a darned good wife some 
day.” 

“Some man? Some day?” 

“Yeah. But for now do me a favor 
and shelve the homey bit. We’re try- 
ing to put you across as an American 
Bardot, not a female Oscar of the 
Waldorf.” 

“Wait a minute,” Laura said. 
“What are you so afraid of? There’s 
nobody here but us two. Relax. Isn’t 
this pleasant and — and — well, 
homey. Just the two of us, I mean.” 
“Now, whoa!” Joe retreated across 


the length of the livingroom. “Just 
what’s going through that beautiful 
head of yours? I mean, I’m nuts 
about you, kid, you know that. But 
— and pardon me if I flatter myself 
— but, I get the decided feeling that 
you’ve got ‘I dos’ whistling in your 
ears.” 

“I do.” 

“Wrong number, pet. I dig you as 
all woman, but what would I do 
with a dame hipped on the pipe- 
and-slipper bit. Not my cup of gin; 
you know what I mean? . . . Besides, 
what a waste of talent for you. You 
don’t want to play house with me 
when you could be every John Doe’s 
dream girl.” 

“Yes I do.” 

“Nix. Besides, don’t get insulted, 
but you’re not my type. I mean, to- 
night you’re not. I don’t really dig 


the housewifely image. Just person- 
ally, as a man, I go for sexpots. The 
dame that drags me to the altar is 
going to have to have me so hot- 
and-bothered I don’t know what I’m 
doing.” Joe paused to let it sink in. 
Then: “Now, about that Las Vegas 
deal . . 

Towards the end of the evening 
Laura directed all her sex appeal 
towards him. She came over and in- 
sisted that he dance with her. When 
they were on the dance-floor she 
pasted her voluptuous body to his 
so closely that a split atom couldn’t 
have been fitted between them. She 
breathed in his ear, making him 
tighten his grip in spite of himself. 
“How’m I doing?” she whispered 
throatily, tickling the hair at the 
nape of his neck. 

It was some time later that Laura 
sat up stiffly in the bed and threw 
back the sheets with one out- 
stretched arm. She got to her feet 
slowly, her naked body shining in 
the moonlight. Then, with both arms 
stretched in front of her in the classic 
sleepwalker’s pose, she moved slowly 
to the French doors opening on the 
balcony which adjoined both her 
room and Joe’s. She threw open the 
doors and walked carefully to the 
other set of doors. She tried the 
knob. When it didn’t give, she 
stepped back, eyes still firmly shut, 
and half-turned, facing out over the 
balcony. She stood that way a long 
time, as though some facet of her 
subconscious mind was trying to 
fathom the mystery of the bolted 
door. 

Seemingly, she was oblivious to 
the fact that the balcony fronted on 
the hotel gardens where the consid- 
erable overflow from the dance was 
now frolicking gayly for the benefit 
of the photographers. Before long, 
somebody spied the Venus-like ap- 
parition posed on the balcony. The 
word spread and pretty soon all eyes 
were squinting through the shadows 
at the silhouetted figure. Then an 
eager press agent had a brainstorm. 
He turned on a searchlight which 
had been used to ballyhoo the affair 
and focused it directly on Laura. 
Her naked figure stood unflinchingly 
poised in its beam with every curve 
and contour clearly etched in breath- 
taking detail. The photographers fell 
all over each other to record the 
vision for posterity. 

She stood motionless, indifferent 
to the hubbub below. But it had 
grown to such proportions that it 
had waked Joe. He looked through 
his French doors with disbelieving 
eyes. His first impulse was to drag 
Laura inside. But then he thought 
better of it. He let her stay there 
until the photographers had had a 
chance to shoot her from every con- 
ceivable angle. Then he went out on 
the balcony, took her by the hand 
and gently led her into his room. 


Your "sexcess" depends on when, where, how, 
how much, with whom— and a lot more. It colls 
for the right line and the sure touch. And what 
you don't know can hurt you! 

EVERY DETAIL PICTURE-CLEAR 
Lay questions, doubts and fears to rest. Get 
straightened out and "cued up" with the best- 
selling FROM FREUD TO KINSEY, now in its 
ninth large printing. All the answers you need 
in plain man-and-woman talk— every detail pic- 
ture-clear! Exciting entertainment from cover to 
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Order FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrapper 
for 10 days FREE examination. If not completely 
satisfied, return it for immediate refund of pur- 
chose price. Don't go another night without it! 
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LIVE OR VACATION IN MEXICO 
s 150 PER MONTH! 


House maids $12 per 
month, chauffeurs $30 per 
month. Gin, Rum. Brandy 
80c fifth. Filet Mignon 50c ! 
lb. Sports, night life. Send 
for personal report . . . tells 
what Mexico offers you. 
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OWE WAY 



NOW . . with simple drug store materials, you can 1 
treat plain window glass so YOU CAN LOOK OUT 
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LOOK IN AT YOU. To get your Complete "One Way 
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SWEATER BRUSH 
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It's no wonder that Miss Indiana is so tickled 
—after all this is the perfect sweater brush 
and if you can find a girl that wouldn't be 
happy to own one of these beauties, drop her. 
She just hasn't got any spirit. Obviously shaped 
to do the job, it does make sweater brushing a 
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She followed him passively and 
stood quietly in the center of his 
room while he scratched his head 
and tried to figure out what to do 
about her. But, , as he surveyed her 
figure, his perplexity gave way to a 
growing desire. She certainly was 
built! A real sexpot! 

When the kiss was over they 
opened again. “Where am I?” she 
asked. 

“In my room,” Joe told her. “You 
were sleepwalking.” 

"Oh, dear.” She looked at her bare 
body, but her voice wasn’t too per- 
turbed. “I guess that’s the risk a girl 
takes when she sleeps in Chanel 
Number Five.” 

Laura stopped him short. 

“The only girl that can drag you 
to the altar is the one who can get 
you so hot-and-bothered you don’t 
know what you’re doing. Isn’t that 
what you said?” 

“Well, yeah, but — ” 

“But what? You look pretty hot- 
and-bothered to me.” 

“Well, I’m damned if I’ll have any 
wife of mine wearing Chanel Num- 
ber Five to bed and sleepwalking. 


What would the neighbors say? 
Come on now, was that an act, or 
was it for real?” 

Laura nestled into his arms. 
“You’ll never know,” she told him, 
kissing him hungrily. “You’ll never 
know. . . . And you don’t really care, 
do you?” 

“I guess not,” said Joe, returning 
her kiss. He followed it up with an- 
other one, but he broke it off 
abruptly. “Just a second,” he told 
her. 

“What is it?” Laura asked. “Dar- 
ling, what’s the matter?” 

“Nothing,” he told her. “I just 
have to tell somebody the news.” He 
dialed OPERATOR on the telephone. 

“Are you calling your folks?” 
Laura asked. 

“No, I’m — Hello, operator? I want 
to make a person-to-person call to 
Earl Wilson in New York. Okay, I’ll 
hold. . . . Hello, Earl baby . . . Have I 
got a juicy item for you. What top 
press-agent and what sleepwalking 
sexpot are set to tie the knot? . . .” 

Oh, well, Laura told herself, I 
guess he’ll always be in love with 
his work! # # # 


TELLING TALES OUT OF SCHOOL 

(Continued from page 11) 


... Of course there will be conse- 
quences for me, too. Mrs. Blaine, 
Kerstin’s mother, might not wish to 
keep me as a summer guest in her 
lovely house on the bay. I might 
have to ride through the rest of the 
vacation amidst my own family. A 
dreary prospect, I assure you. My 
father is a vocational martyr with 
the memory of an elephant. He’ll 
give me day by day recountings of 
how he sacrified the last ten or fif- 
teen years of his life to send me to 
decent schools. But then again, dear, 
flutter-brained Mrs. Blaine might 
feel grateful. Not for the open scan- 
dal, god forbid, but for my putting 
an end to the tacit one. She is rather 
possessive about Kerstin, you know. 
She glued the stamp on my letter to 
you herself, and took it to the post 
office. 

“Oh yes, she knew what she was 
mailing. I had let a draft lie around 
for her on purpose. I knew she’d 
read it, the minute she’d feel un- 
observed. I wanted to give her a 
choice, you understand, since she is 
my hostess. 

| “It was an intriguing letter, I 
, admit. You wanted to speak to me 
right away, just as I hoped you 
would, although you didn’t under- 
stand what I was driving at, appar- 
ently. Mrs. Blaine understood. That’s 
why she sent it registered. 

“Kerstin’s reaction ought to be 
the most interesting. We can’t count 
j on his conscience. He hasn’t needed 
| one up to now. Everybody loves him 


just the way he is. But we can count 
on the shock: suddenly he’s being 
betrayed. I’m his oldest friend, you 
know. 

“Certainly I’m fond of Kerstin. 
But then I’m fond of most people. 

I mean: I rarely dislike anyone. 

I get exasperated at times, but that’s 
merely nerves. 

“Have you ever driven with Ker- 
stin? Don’t. It’s a suicidal experi- 
ence. He refuses to wear his glasses. 
At least he won’t put them on when 
we drive over to Sandra’s house. I 
can see why, of course. He doesn’t 
care to spoil that amorous expres- 
sion which makes the charm of the 
near-sighted. You know the way he 
can look at you sometimes: like a 
green-eyed kitten, taking its first 
squint at the big world. Quite irre- 
sistible for a woman over thirty, 
wouldn’t you say? 

“I have a theory about eye-sight 
in relation to character. It’s not my 
own theory, actually. People have 
known it for thousands of years. 
But as so often happens with true 
knowledge, only some side aspects 
of it survive which make us laugh 
and feel very progressive, merely 
because we’ve lost the context. 
You’ve heard of the superstition that 
thieves are cross-eyed? 

“You haven’t? Well, it doesn’t 
matter. Anyhow, Kerstin confirms 
my theory beautifully: He can’t see 
beyond the tip of his very short 
nose. Consequently, what lies be- 
yond it, does not exist for him. He 


72 




\ MONEY BACK ' 
uii GUARANTEED* 

* purchase price refunded 
L if not 100°o satisfied 


WIGS! 
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hates precision. Fog is much more 
flattering to the contours — especial- 
ly of mature women . . . Still, I don’t 
enjoy risking a dramatic death for 
another man’s vanity. I finally told 
him: either you wear your glasses, 
or you drive to Sandra’s house alone. 

“Yes, sir, I’m speaking of your 
wife, and of your house at River- 
head. You must forgive me for 
knowing both rather well. I’ve spent 
many afternoons on your porch, and 
Sandra herself requested that I call 
her Sandra — to put me at ease, I 
suppose, or to put herself at our 
age level. I hope you’ll let me go 
on referring to her as ‘Sandra.’ Any- 
thing else would be rather unnatur- 
al for me at this point. 

“What am I trying to insinuate? 
You read my letter! Didn’t you ask 
me to come to your office to hear 
the details? 

“You don’t really mean that, do 
you? That I’m pretending to be your 
wife’s lover? Would I sit here if 
I were? 


Today many sophisticated adults are unrestrained in 
TALKING about sex. But, this is as far as it goes. 
Deep down inside they feel the old frustrations. Deep 
down inside they know and feel their own shortcom- 

A well known doctor said recently that most people 
remain astonishingly misinformed on the subject of 
sex. He found that only ONE out of FIVE really en- 
joys his sex life to the extent that he is capable of 
enjoying it. The doctor added that it is the rare per- 
son who realizes that his sex life can be fuller and 

There are many things to know if one wishes to ex- 
perience a deep emotional and freely sensual ex- 
pression. Few love partners know all that there is 


“No, sir. It is not a credit to your 
wife’s ‘better taste.’ You needn’t 
look so gratified. I never even tried 
to seduce Sandra. Challenges of that 
sort don’t tempt me. I don’t bother 
to love myself. Why should I bother 
with anyone else? I need my time 
to think. I leave loving to Kerstin. 

“You misunderstand me complete- 
ly. I’m not jealous of Kerstin. You 
may be. I’m not. My wife isn’t un- 
faithful. I don’t have a wife. 

“Of course I know what I’m talk- 
ing about. I never speak unless I’m 
sure of my subject. 

“How do I know? Because I was 
there. They haven’t had a single 
rendezvous that I didn’t chaperone. 
Today, Kerstin won’t go, because I’m 
not there to go with him. 

“Why he takes me along, if he 
wants to make love to your wife? 
Because he likes to share his emo- 
tions, I guess. What’s the fun of 
acting without a spectator? Besides, 
he needs someone reliable to sit out 
on the porch and keep watch, in 


Many people have bought the AMERICAN HAND- 
BOOK OF SEX and MARRIAGE. It has shown them 
many facts. They have praised it. They have sent 
copies to their friends. 

Why not examine and read this book yourself? You 
have nothing to lose. You have everything to gainl 
The book costs three dollars (Only $3.00). If for any 
reason whatsoever you wish to return it, we will 
promptly refund your three dollars. No questions 

Won't you order your copy today? You'll be glad you 
didl All you do is simply send $3.00 to JALART, 509 


case the laundryman comes, or a 
delivery from the grocer’s, or you, 
for that matter. 

“I’m not forcing you to believe 
me. But perhaps you will recall a 
certain week in January when your 
mother had an attack of hepatitis, 
and you went to Cleveland to see 
her. That’s when it started. Kerstin 
had been to your Christmas party, 
remember? He kept telling me about 
Sandra, how she had looked; and 
how she had looked at him. I finally 
suggested that he give her a call. 
She asked if we would like to drive 
over . . . 

“I say ‘we,’ but Sandra could 
scarcely hide her disappointment 
when she saw me get out of the car. 
She looked very soft in a yellow, 
fur-brimmed housegown — a Christ- 
mas gift from you, I understand. I 
felt sory for her that I had come. 

“We sat in your library, Kerstin 
with Sandra on the couch. He man- 
aged to slide his hand into one of 
her wide sleeves. 

“Have you ever looked at Ker- 
stin’s hands? They’re rather brutish, 
to my taste. But apparently some 
women love paws. Sandra pretended 
to be playing with the fur on her 
cuff so that I shouldn’t see her car- 
ess his wrist. I got up to inspect your 
books. Finally Sandra thought of 
making us sandwiches. Karstin fol- 
lowed her into the kitchen. 

“I wish I could say those sand- 
wiches were the most delicious I had 
ever eaten, copsidering the time they 
spent making them. But I can say 
that you have a very interesting 
library. A slight overemphasis on 
the hero theme, perhaps. You know 
what I mean: too many biographies 
of successful men. It made me spec- 
ulate about you quite a bit. A self- 
made man, comparing recipes, I said 
to myself. If only he were interested 
in consciousness. Still, I was thank- 
ful that you weren’t a retired gen- 
eral, incessantly improving the bat- 
tle of Waterloo, or an economics 
maniac . . . 

“I ploughed through most of your 
books during those winter months, 
until it got warm enough to sit on 
the porch. That first day in January 
I read Bolitho: Twelve Against the 
Gods. I had finished with seven of 
them by the time they came back. 
Some people can’t seem to learn 
except through their bodies. But it 
depends on the dose, of course. Too 
much pain numbs the mind. 

“Oh yes, indeed. A good thrash- 
ing might produce very interesting 
results, especially on Kerstin who is 
so used to being pampered ... or 
were you thinking of beating your 
wife, sir? 

“Me? Why me? I’m conscious 
enough as it is . . . 

“That’s my umbrella, sir. It’s not 
fair to hit me with my own um- 
-i | brella! # # # 


Fifth Ave., 12th Floor, New York 36, N. Y. Your copy 
will be promptly mailed in plain wrapper. 

I JALART, 509 Fifth Ave., New York 36, N. Y. Dept. B 

S Encloted find $3. Pleaie lend me a copy of AMERICAN HANDBOOK OF SEX and MARRIAGE. Money Back 
j guaranteed. I am over 21. 
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j CITY ZONE STATE 
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RECLINO SPECS 

Wear a pair of these and you can lie flat on 
your back, yet enjoy " upright vision." Read a 
book, watch television or keep an eye on the 
kids while lying down. Ideal for anyone confined 
to a bed. Can be worn with or without glasses. 
Reclinos gives brilliant-clear right angle vision. 


MELODIC COMPACT 

Show her how grand she is by giving her this 
piano-shaped compact. All she needs to make up 
her face is fitted into this gold-plated item and, 
what's more, a twist of a dial turns on a Swiss 
music bo*. She con stand it on the night table or 
fold the legs for her purse. $29.95 


POCKET ALARM WATCH 

Makes a useful gift for any man. This fine 7- 
jewel Swiss-made one can be set to go off at 
any time, rings with a sharp, clear tone. Bock 
opens to form a stand, make watch double as 
a desk or night table clock. Second sweep, lumin- 
ous dial, hands. 1 year guarantee. $13.95. 


Frame is well made. $ 4.95 



POLAROID GOGGLES 

These U.S. Army Polaroid goggles come with 4 
separate lenses for proper protection against re- 
flected glare (amber), sunlight (green), dust and 
wind (clear), and for night use (red). Plastic 
Polaroid lenses are flexible and shatter-resistant, 
snap into ribbed rubber frame. New surplus; in 
roll-up pocket case. A solid bargain for only 
$3.95. Two sets, only $6.95. 


DICE CUFF LINKS 

This remarkable European import creates ele- 
gance and excitement for your attire. It's also 
ideal to use as a conversation piece to meet the 
girls you’d like to woo and win. Just remove the 
dice from their gold plated casings and you're 
ready for action. It can also help decide who 
buys the beer for the boys. The perfect gift for 
only $4.95. 


GIANT PLAYING CARDS 

fou won't have to worry about anybody's slip- 


SPEED . . . LIGHT . . . TIME 

All in one unique, eye stopping gadget. For speed. 


ping one of these up their sleeve. Made of gouge, r Dr 

. , li i j j , there s a computor on one side to measure grouna 

sturdy, washable plastic, cards are a good 7 , .. „ . , ..... , . 
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inches tall, ore called " billboards " in Austria, 
where they are made. Fine for playing bridge, 
for trips etc. 1 pack, $3.98; 2 packs, $6.98 


arette lighter. And Time is on the reverse side 
where a gismo figures out calendar days from 
now until 19771 $2.95 
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ZEBRA WALLET 

This striking Zebra wallet is made from trophies 
shot by white hunters in Kenya, and Tanganyika, 
British East Africa. Hand sewn by skilled tribes- 
men in Nairobi, the wallet is beautifully finished 
complete to rolled edges, and has soft tan goat 
skin center. Colorful, and rarely seen this will 
last forever. Just a limited number of these are 
available, so order fast. A rare and unusual gift 
for only $9.95. 


ELECTRONIC WATCHDOG 

Here’s the best property protector since they m 
vented police forces Automatic "mte liter 
switches your lights on ot dusk and off at day 
break Works on an electric eye principle and 
is virtually foolproof Properly utilised, the local 
delinquents will never know you've left the 
house $8.9 5 
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Take one part stirring fiction 
and one part exciting articles. 

Gently mix with two parts special 
features and add a bevy of the world's 
most fascinating beauties. Result: 

The champagne of magazine enjoyment! 





